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ADVERTISEMENT. | 


HEREAS the Right and Title to the Copy of 
this Play are enter'd in the STATIONERs Book, 
according to the Act of Parliament, any Perſon or Per- 
ſons, who ſhall pre reſume to print or ſell any pyrated 


Edition of it, will profbcuted with the utmoſt Severity, 
as the Law directs. a» | 


Feb. 8. 1734-5. 
This Day is Publiſhed, 


The Fifth Genuine Edition of 6 
The London Merchant : Or; The Hiſtory of W 
Barnwell. Adorned with a beautiful new Frontiſpiece 


taken from an additional Scene, never before printed. 
By Mr. Lillo. 


The Life and Character of Scanderbeg : Inſcribed to 
the SpeCtators of the Chriſtian Hero, Price 6 d. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


TURKS. 
Amurath. 7 Mr. Quin. 
Mabonert. Mr. V. Mills, 
Oſinyn. „ 
Kiſer Aga. Mr. Hewit. 
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CHRISTIANS 


. et 4 Mr. A 


* HE fe 244 
| . . Mr. Mills. 
> 7 SS 5 . a ry | - i 
Paulinus. Mr. Winſtone, 
„ 0 [3 | * 


WOM EN. 


* 


Hellena. 2 Mrs: Thurmond. 
33 7 72 


f: "8: Sf IF E*! 0 | | 
Althea. . Mrs. Butler. 


F. 


Guards, Mutes, Eunuchs and Attendants. 


———. —_ 


relief Epirus, 


C * Gli 3 Mrs. Pritchard, 


SCENT. The Plain and Mountains near Croia, ' the 


Wy 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A Royal Pavilion. Hellena on a Sofa in a Me- 
lancholy Poſture. Cleora attending near her. 
Eunuchs, Mutes, Singers and Dancers, 


SE Q-N-C.--- 
The Regent of Night with ber Beams 
Had chequer'd each Valley and Grove, 
And ſtwell d with ker Influence the Streams, 
When Fatima, pining for Love; 
To the Ocean, Deſpair for her Guide, 
Repaired for Relief from ber Pain; 
Where plunging, receive me, ſhe cried, 
I'm fair, young and royal in vain. 


Hellena riſes and comes forward. 


O more, Cleora ! I accept thy Love, 
But thy officious Kindneſs is in vain. . 
Ic is not Muſick, nor the ſprightly 
| ö (Dance, 
The Harmony of Motion, or of 
| 6 (Sound, 


* 


That can aſſwage my Grief. 
Cle. Let all retire. (Exeunt Eunuchs, &c. 
How long, my Royal Miſtreſs! will you ſoo t 


FR 
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This ſecret, pining Grief? How long averſe 
To ev'ry Dawn of Joy, thus ſeek Retirement; 
And ſhun the gay Delights, the Pomp and Power, 
That ever wait the Daughter of our Sultan, 

And firſt of Womankind ? 

Hel. How long ſhall Love 

And torturing Deſpair, like ling*ring Fevers, 
Feed on the Springs of Life, and drink my Blood ? N 
How long ſhall Amurath, my awful Father, 

Tho? preſs'd and overwhelm'd with Diſappointments, 
Provoke the Malice of his adverſe Stars, 

And urge his own Deſtruction; whilſt in vain 
With unrelenting Hatred he purſues, 1 
Whom Heav'n protects, th'ever victorious Hero 2 
Ot Epirus. 

Cle. Thus do you always talk, 

Of Love and Death, Deſpair and the Epirot. 
Why will you ever ſtrive to hide the Cauſe, 

The cruel Cauſe of all this mighty Anguiſh ? 
Believe me, Princeſs ! 'tis better to intruſt 
A faithful Slave, than keep the Secret thus 

To rack your Breaſt ; 'twill eaſe thoſe Paing—— 

Hel. That Death | 
Alone can cure; but yet, my beſt Cleora ! 
Such is thy Truth, thy Tenderneſs and Love, 
I can deny thee nought. Yes, thou ſhalt know 
| All thou deſir'ſt, and ſhare the very Heart 
Of fad Hellena.— You muſt think I love. ov I 

What elſe cou'd make thy Princeſs far more wretched 
Than the meaneſt Slaye, and who but Caſtriot 
Cou'd merit ſo ſublime a Flame as mine? 

Cle. Tis as I fear'd: She's loſt beyond Redemption.( Aſide. 
Hlel. A Royal Hoſtage to my Father's Court 
When young he came, who loved him as a Son; 

Jas a Brother; fo I fondly thought, 

Nor found my Error, 'till the fatal Flame, 

That now conſumes me, cheriſh'd by my Weakneſs, | 
Was grown too great, too fierce to be controll'd. FW 1 
© matchiels Prince! who can difplay thy Worth? FF 


K EN TI . 


Thon 
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Thou Favourite of Heav'n, and firſt of Men; 
In Courts more ſoft, more lovely, more attractive 
Than thoſe fair Youths who with eternal Bloom 
Injoy the fragrant Manſions of the Bleſt; 
In Council wiſer than a whole Divan; 
In Anger awful; and in War as fierce 
As thoſe bright Miniſters, whom Heav'a ſends forth 
To puniſh the preſuming Sons of Men 3 
In Juſtice th' Image of that Sacred Power, : 
Whom he ſtil] ſerves with moſt unfeign'd Devotion; 
Like him in Mercy too, in Bounty like him 3 
Excelling in Magnificence the Princes 
Of th' Eaſt, yet temperate and ſelf-denying 
As a Derviſe. Who know, and Love thee not, 
Avow their Malice and Contempt of Virtue. n_ 
Cle. Think, Princeſs! think what *tis you ſay; of whom 
It is you ſpeak. Can he, that cruel Chriſtian, 
That Enemy tour Prophet find your Father, 
Deſerve ſuch Praiſe from You ? 
Hel. Unjuſt Cleora ! 
To call him cruel But thou know'ſt him not; 
Or ſure thy gentle Nature wou'd abhor 
To wrong him thus. And wherefore doſt thou urge 
His diff*rent Faith to me? Love buſies not 
Himſelf with reconciling Creeds, nor heeds 
The Jarrings of contentious Prieſts : from Courts 
To Shades, from Shades to Courts he flies 
To conquer Hearts, and overthrow Diſtinction, 
Treating alike the Monarch and the Slave; 
But ſhuns the noiſy School, and leaves the Race 
Of proud, litigious Men to their own Folly ; 
Who wiſe in Words alone, conſume their Days 
In fierce Debate, nor know the End of Life. 
Cle. Now I no longer wonder you contemn'd 
Amaſie and his Flame. 
Hel. O Name him not, 2 
The moſt deteſted Traytor ; who, tho? next 
In Blood, and late the deareſt Friend of his 


B 2 Indulgent 


— — . — — 
. k 


— — 


>* _ 
1 


12 The Chriſtian HERO: 


Indulgent Prince, without a Cauſe renounc'd 
His Faith, His Country and his vow'd Allegiance. 
Cle. Say not without a Cauſe, his Love to you——— — 
Hel. Inſolent Slave! Ambitious, bloody Traytor! 
To claim my Love for Cruelty and Fraud ! 
Muſt I have been a Recompenſe for Murther ! 
For Regicide, the Murther of his King ! 
But his Defeat has freed me from that Danger : 
My Father now retracts his former Promiſe, 
And treats him with Averſion and Contempt. 
Cle. May Treaſon ever meet the like Reward, —— 
But ſee the Man we ſpeak of comes this Way. 
Hel. 1 wou'd avoid him, do thou hear his Meſſage; 
His Name is hateful, but whene'er I ſee him, 
My Blood runs back, my Sinews all relax, 


And Life itſelf ſeems ready to forſake me. 


[Exit Hellena, yp |} - 


Euter Amaſie. 


Cle. What wou'd you Prince? 
Ama. I am inform'd the Sultan 
Paſt this way, and came in Hopes to have found him 
With the Princeſs. 
Cle. Your Hopes deceiv'd you Sir, 
Ama. May I not lee | : 
The Princeſs ? 
Cle. No. 9 | t | \ 
Ama. I bring her happy News. 
Cle. Nor Happineſs, nor Truth can come from Thee 
For ev'ry Word, and ev'ry Thought of thine 
Are full of deep Deceit, and chreatem.- Niſchief, os 
Exit Cleora, 


Amaſie alone. 


Seen and avoided rated by her Slave 85 ' 
Suſpected by the Sultan !—Scorn'd by all | 
Is this the Gratitude of Turkiſh Courts? | 

This my Reward for Heav'n and Honour loſt ? mo—_ 


Soul 


For Six revolving Moons have we in vain 


. Hoy'cing o'er our Heads. Our Strenghts conſum'd: 
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Soul poiſoning Envy, eldeſt Born of Hell, 0 
Thou Sin of Devils, and their Torment too, | 
To what Contempt, what Mis'ry haſt thou brought Me? 
Ill-tim'd Reflection -I ſhall ſtill ſucceed 
Love and Ambition, Hatred and Revenge 
There's not a Wiſh my reſtleſs Soul has form'd, 
But ſhall be quickly crown*d--Then whence this Anguiſh? 
Sure 'tis much harder to attain Perfection 
In Ill, than to be truly Good. The Sultan. 


Enter Amurath and Viſier. 


Am. Away; my Fame is loſt; my Laurels won 
With Pain and Toil and water'd with my Blood, 
That well I hop'd wou'd flouriſh o'er my Grave 
When I that” planted them ſhou'd be but Duſt, 
Are wither'd all. O! wherefore did I tempr, 

In the declining Winter of my Age, 
The Vigour of youthful Rebel's Arms? | 
Whoſe curſt Succeſs, *gainſt ſuch prodigious odds, _ 
Makes Credibility doubt what ſhe ſees, 
And Truth appear like Falſehood. 
Ama. Mighty Sultan | 
Am. What woud'ſt thou, Slave! . | 
Thou Renegade, thou Spy? | 
Hence from my Sight: avant, perfidious Traytor. | 

Viſ. My ever gracious Lord, you wrong the Prince 3 | 
None can be more devoted to your Service. | 
Am. *Tis falſe. Did he not lead my Spahies forth | 
With Hate profeſt, and Boaſts of ſure Revenge 
On Scanderbeg ; then leave my gallant Troops 
To ſwell the Triumph, and to glut the Rage 
Of that damn'd, damn'd Deſtroyer of the Faithfull. 

Viſ. O righteous Heaven | when will thy Judgments | 


[ ceaſe ? 
Beſieg'd yon City, proud, imperious Croia 3 


With Famine, Peſtilence, and Scanderbeg 


More terrible than both, like threat'ning Meteors, 


By 


_-_ 


AM 
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By painful Watchings and inceſſant Toils 

Do not our Numbers ev'ry Hour decreaſe ? 
Are we not all devoted to Deſtruct ion? | 
Thoſe that eſcape the Plague, of Hunger die; 

Or ſav'd from Famine, periſh by the Sword. 
{ Yet to behold you thus, burning with Rage, 
And tortur'd by Deſpair, afflicts us worſe 

Than all our other Griefs. Why will you till refuſe 
The only Help yout preſent State admits, 

That Sov*reign Balm for Minds like yours diſeas'd, 
And cure for ev'ry III All healing Patience. 

Am. Name Patience again while th* Epirot lives 

And lives victorious, and thou art thyſelf 

A baſe, inſulting Traytor. Hear me, Allah, 

If chou art ought beſide an empty Name, 

If thou doſt ſtill exiſt, as Prieſts affirm, 

Decree our Fate, and govern all below, 

Behold, and ai] a Cauſe ſo much your own. 

To Slaves, to Subjects and to Prieſts give Patience, 
But if it be within your Power to grant 
| Ought that is worthy of a Monarch's Prayer, 
# .— Give me Revenge, or I'll renounce thy Worſhip.(Shouts. 0 
Ha ! whence thoſe loud, thoſe joyful Acclamations. wy 
Ama. But that it pleas'd my Lord to ſtrike me dumb, | 
I had ere this inform'd him of the Cauſe. 
Juſt Heav'n, at length indulgent to your Wiſhes, 1 
Has bleſt you with the power to end our Woes, 0 
Or wreck your Vengeance on the Man you hate. 

Am, Ha ! what ſay*ſt thou? take heed thou trifleſt not: 

A ſecond Time thou'ſt rais'd my Expectation 
If thou deceiv'ſt it now, as at the firft, 

Death is the lighteſt Ill thou haſt to fear: 

Bur it, beyond my Hopes, thou tell'ſt me Truth, 
Thou ſhalt no longer droop beneath our Frown, 

(Your Service ſlighted, and your Love deſpis'd;) 

Our former laviſh Grant ſhall be renew'd, | 
And my Hellena, be thy rich Reward. | SY I 
Amd. (Kneeling) Bounty immenſe ! thus Let 
Am, Riſe, and proceed ; ” 

| | Make 


1 
l 
| 


g 


| 
| 


| 
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Make it appear that Vengeance may be had; 

Let it be merely poſſible, — O Allab 

I ask no more, and leave the reſt to me, 
Ama. Ever Invincible, your'e not to learn 


4 That Aranthes, Prince of Durazzo, who derives k 

[2 His high Deſcent from Charlemain, that moſt 
{ Illuſtrious Frank, Santon and King; has long + - (it 

0 Approv'd himſelf aſpiring Caſtriot's Friend, 


* And firm Ally. His Wiſdom, Wealth and Power + | 
. May well indear him to that haughty Rebel; | z 
But yet a Tie much ſtronger binds their Friendſhip : 14h 
The Fair Althea, Daughter to Aranthes, k 
Beholds the youthful Conqueror her Slave : | 
Nor are his ardent Vows prefer'd in vain ; 

With conſcious Virtue, join'd with true Affection, 
With Majeſty and Mildneſs ſweetly temper'd, 

T he charming Maid (for all who ſee her muſt 

Confeſs her Charms, ) returns his conftant Flame. 

This Friend and Miſtreſs, the Partner and hoped 
Reward of all his Toils, are in your Power. 

Am. Prophet, thou'rt juſt; where are his Conqueſts now? 
Anguiſh has left my Soul to live in his. ; 
0 Traben. ere this the News has reach'd his Ears. | 

His promis'd Joys are come to ſwell my Heart ; 
I have 'em all, but doubled by his Pain. | 
Haſte and inform us by what means, Amaſie, 
Theſe precious Pledges came into our Hands, 
# 5 Ama. This Morning from Durrazzo they ſet forth, 
Glightly attended for the Chriſtian Camp, 4 
Fearing no Danger; for they knew your Army | 14 
Had been for Months immut'd within theſe Plains; 3 
The Neighb' ring Mountains being all poſſeſt . 
By their rebellious Minion's conquering Troops. 455 
Of this in form'd, not daring to approach. 
Your facred Preſence, I inform'd your Son, 
Your Empire's ſecond Hope, the brave Prince Mabomet. 
Strait with two thouſand Horſe guided by Me, 
s Who, as a Native here, beſt new the Route Ki 
The little Troop muſt take; he left the Trenches : 1 
5 The 


. | 
n 
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The Foe was quickly found ; tho' few in Number 


They yet reſiſted long, and dearly ſold 
Their Liberty or Lives : Aranthes laſt 
Yielded himſelf and Daughter to our Power, (Shouts, 


Enter Mahomet, Aranthes, Althea, Lords and 
Ladies in Chains. 


Ma. Long live great Amurath, my Royal Father; 
O may his Days for Ages yet roll on, 
And ev'ry Day encreaſe his Fame like this! | 
Am. Riſe to my Arms; thou bring'ſt me - and 
[ ames 
And what my Soul much more deſir' d, Revenge. 
When from the Womb they brought thee to theſe Arms, 


- The firſt dear Fruit of my Maria's Love 


And Heir to all my Kingdoms; ev'n then 

I claps'd thee with leſs Joy, than at this Moment. 
Bur let us view the Captives thou has brought. 

Now by our Prophet's Head, a noble Troop z 

A fairer Purchaſe never grac'd my Arms. 

This muſt be Aranthes, and this his Daughter. 


They ſeem to ſcorn their Fortune: Conſcious Majeſty _ 


Frowns on his Brow, and Beauty ſmiles on hers. 
Proud Chriſtian, now where is your Propher's Power ? 
Ar. Where it was ever, Sultan ; in himſelf. 
Am. If it be ſuch as vainly you ſuppoſe, 
Why art thou fallen thus beneath my Power? 
Whoſe Eyes ne'er pitied, and whoſe Hand ne'er ſpar'd 
The Follow'rs of his Sect. 
Ar. Prefumptuous Man! 
Shall finite Knowledge tax eternal Wiſdom ? 
Or ſhameleſs Guilt dare, with invidious Eyes, 
To ſearch for Spots in Purity itſelf, 
And call impartial Juſtice to Account? 
Impious and vain ! It is enough we know 
Such is his Will, who orders all Things right, 
To make ev'n theſe thy Chains, inſulting King, 
Eaſy to us; and well content we bear em. 


R EN IETY 


* 
—_ 
Sep. 


'A TxacekdDy. 
Am, Ill doth it ſuit with your reputed Wiſdom 
T'abet a raſh rebellious Boy. 
Ar. Rebellious ! 
. By the heroick Virtue of the Youth, 
And more theternal Juſtice of our Cauſe, 
I muſt retort the Charge. Since firft the Angels 
By their Ambition fell; tha greateſt Rebels, 
The moſt accurs'd, perfidious and ungrateful, 
Are thoſe, who have abus'd the Sovereign Power, 
Why ſhines the Sun, why do the Seaſons change, 
The teeming Earth laviſh her yearly Store, 
And all to bleſs the Sons of Men in vain? 
O ! is it not that Tyranny prevails 
And the true End of Government is loſt; 
That thoſe, who ſhou'd defend each in his Right, 
Betray their Truſt, and ſeize upon the Whole. 
4 This, this is to rebel againſt that Power, 
By which Kings reign, and turn the Arms of Heaven 
Againſt itſelf. Then take the Rebel back, 
1 A virtuous Prince, the Patron of Mankind, 
With juſt Contempt may hear a lawleſs Tyrant 
Arraign that Conduct, which condemns his own. 
Am. Tis hard to ſay whether thy Inſolence, 
Who tho' in Chains, dar*it brave me to my Face, 
Or the unprincely Meanneſs of thy Soal, 
Who wou'd by Law reſtrain the Will of Kings, 
Amaze me moiſt, Let Scanderbeg and You, 
Like Fools contend, and ſhed your Blood in vain, 
While Subjects reap the Harveſt of your Toil; 
O'ercome, that you may live the Slave of Slaves ; 
I fight to reign, and conquer for mylel*. 


Ar. A gen'rous Slave wou'd ſcorn the abject Thought, 
What ſhou'd a King do then? 


Am. Think like a King, 

Whoſe Glory is his Power. 
Ar. Of doing Good, 
Am. Of doing what he will; the other's none. 
Ar. Has Heav'a no Power becauſe it doth no Ill? 


— 
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Am. Were theſe the Thoughts of other Chriſtian 
[ Princes, 


Wou'd they ſtand neuter, and unmoy'd behold 
Th' Epirot and thyſelf ſuſtain this War; 
Nor lend you their Aſſiſtance ? 

Ar. Foul Diſhonour ! 

O everlaſting Shame! Wou'd they unite, 

Afflicted Europe wou'd no longer groan 

Beneath your Yoke and mourn her Freedom loft : 
Nor Verna's nor Bajilia's fatal Fields 

Smoke with the Blood of Chriſtians unreveng'd: 
But to the Scandal of our Holy Faith, 

Some ſuch there are, who owe their very Lives, 
Their Peace and Safety to the Blood of others, 
Vet think themſelves born for themſelves alone. 

Am. *Tis time to quit a Cauſe ſo ill ſupported 
And your Misfortunes may inform your Friend, 

What ſure Deſtruction waits the deſp' rate Wretch, 
That tempts his Wrath, who rules o'er half Mankind, 
And ſtrikes the reſt with Terror at his Name. 

Ar. Ceaſe thy vain Boaſts, and by Example learn 
The frail uncertain State of human Greatneſs. 
Where are now tl!' Aſſyrians, where the Medes; 

The Perſians and their Conquerors, the Greeks 3 
Or the ſtupendous Power of ancient Rome? 

Has not the Breath of Time blaſted their Pride, 
And laid their Glory waſte ? 

Am. I need not boaſt 
T'aſſert my Power o'er thee, And yet perhaps 
On Scanderbeg's Submiſſion we may grant 
Your Freedom, and vouchſafe to give him Peace. 

Ar, If by Submiſſion vainly you deſign 
Diſhonourable Terms, a ſhameful Peace, 5 
Give up ſuch Thoughts; thoſe his great Soul muſt ſcorn; 
Nor wou'd we be redeem'd at ſucn a Price: : 
Hope not to triumph over him in us. , 

Aim. Where is the Majeſty that us'd to awe. 
My trembling Slaves ? Art thou in Love with Death ? 


Pf 


—ͤ £40 
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Ar. No; nor with Life, when purchaſed at th! Ex- 


pence 
Of other: Happineſs, or my own Honour. 
Am. Behold this Maid, this Comfort of thy Age. 
I, as a Father, know what *tis to love 
A Child like this l have been deem'd a Man, 
A brave one too———The Fair, ſacred to Peace, 
Have never yet been number'd with my Foes : 
But if preſumptuouſly thou doſt diſpute 
Thy own and Daughter's Ranſom on my Terms; 
Or teach thy Pupil to oppoſe my Will, 
Renounce me, Heav'n, if like thy bloody Prieſts, - 
Thoſe conſecrated Murtherers of thy Sect, 
I caſt not off all Bowels of Compaſſion, 
All Pity, all Remerſe Her tender Sex, 
Her Youth, her blooming Beauty ſhall not fave her, 
Away; I Il hear no more, Prudence may yet 
Inſtruct you to avoid th'impending Ruin. 
Amaſie, we commit him to your Charge. 
Al. O my Father! tho' torn from your Embraces, 
Your Precepts, your Example ſhall be ever 
Preſent with Althea; in Doubts my Guide, 
In Troubles my Support. 
Ar. This wounds indeed. 
*Tis hard to part and leave her thus expos'd 
But Heav'n muſt be obey'd. ( Ade.) Farewell myChild! 
Tho? Reaſon and Religion teach us Patience 
Pain will be felt and Nature have her Courſe. (Aſide. 
| 1 (Exit Aranthes. 
Am. Mourn not bright Maid; you can have nought 
[to fear: 


A Father and a Lover rule your Fate. 
A. I ſee and ſcorn your Arts inſidious King: 

And for your Threats, purſue em when you dare; 
Your Pride to fee your Cruelty deſpis'd, 

Shall give you greater Pain than you inflict, 

And turn your Rage to Shame, O Prince beloy'd ! 
O my affianc'd Lord! let not my Danger 
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One Moment ſtop the Progreſs of your Arms: 
I have my Wiſh if dying I may ſhare 
In your Renown, and juſtify your Choice, 

Am. Oſmin, attend the Lady to Hellena. 

[Exit Amurath, c. 
Viſ. Fair Princeſs, you ſhall know no more Reſtraint 
Than what is common to the Sex with us, 

Al, Lead me to inſtant Death, or let me groan 
Whole Years in Chains diſpoſe me as you pleaſe — 
Tho my lov'd Sire and Lord no more I ſee, 

You hope in vain to conquer them in me. 


End of the Firſt Act. 


ACT 


Than your great Sultan to impoſe the Yoke 


TA ACG RED yr. 


ACT H. SCENE I. 


A Plain the whole Length of the S tage. One Side 


lined with Chriſtian, the other with Turkiſh 
Soldiers. 


Enter Viſier and Paulinus. 


2@| -READY has the Trumpet's lofey 
— [ Sound 
From either Camp twice eccho'd 
[thro” the Plain 
At the third Summons both the 
[Kings appear. 
May gracious Heav'n, in Pity to Mankind, 
Incline their Breaſts to ſheath the Sword, to ſtop 
The Tide of Blood, and give the World repole. 
Paul. What may we not expect from ſuch a Treaty? 
And yet the Caution us'd on either Side 
To guard againſt Surprize, betrays Diſtruſt. 
Viſ. A thouſand Injuries, ſuppos'd or real, 
With keen Reſentment whet each jealous Chief, 
And ſeem to urge Suſpicion, 
Paul. Scipio, | 
And the fierce African, whom he ſubdu'd, 
With greater Ardor never ſtrove tattain 
For Rome, or Carthage, univerſal Sway; 


Of 
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Of Arbitrary Power and make Men Slaves; 
Or our brave Prince to guard their Liberties, | 
Or break their Chains and purchafe Freedom for em. 
Viſ. Then their known Zeal for their reſpective Faith 


| / Muſt yet much farther alienate their Minds. 


Paul. Tis hardly to be thought a youthful Hero, 
With Victories replete, will ſtoop to take 
Abject Conditions from a beaten Foe. 

Viſ. Or that an artful Prince will fail t'improve 
_ Ev'ry Advantage to increaſe his Power. 

Paul. Fortune ſtands neuter, and impartial Heaven 
Holds with an equal Hand the trembling Beam : 
Superior Wiſdom, Fortitude, aud Courage 
Muſt turn the Scale. ( Trumpets, But ſee their Guards 

[ appear. 
The great Intelligencies that inform 
The Planetary Worlds, if ſuch there be, 
With all their vaſt Experience might attend 
This Interview, and paſs improv'd away. 


Enter Amurath, Scanderbeg, Mahomet, As 
ME 7 Amaſie, Ge. | 


Am, Doth it not ſwell thy fond, ambitious Heart? 
Doſt thou not burſt with Pride, vain Boy, to ſee 
The Majeſty of hoary Amuratb, 

Whoſe numerous Years are fewer than his Conqueſts, 
Reduc'd to Terms, and ſtoop to treat with thee ? 

Scan. With Gratitude and Wonder I confeſs 
Myſelf thi unworthy Inſtrument of Heaven, 

To ſcourge thy Falfſhood, Cruelty and Pride, 
And free a Virtuous People from thy Chains, - 

With Pity I behold your fierce Impatience, e 
Your Arrogance and Scorn; ev'n while the Hand 
Of righteous Heaven is heavy on thy Crimes, 
And deals thee forth a Portion of thoſe Woes, 
Which thy relentleſs Heart, with lawleſs Luſt 
And never fated Avarice of Power, 


Has ſpread o'er half the habitable Earth 
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Am. And muſt I anſwer to thy bold — 
Thou Infidel relaſp'd ! thou very Chriſtian! ___. 
Without Diſtinct ion and without a Name 
But what implies thy Guilt. In vain thy Flatt'rers 
Proclaim thee King of Aaceden, Epirus, 
Ilyria, Albania and Dalmatia ; 
Gain'd by Surprize, by Treachery and Fraud ; 
What art thou but the more exalted Traytor * 1 ö 
Scan. Let abject Minds, the Slaves of mean Ambition, 4 
Affect vain Titles and external Pomp! 
And take the Shadow for ſubſtantial Glory. 
Superior Birth, unmerited Succeſs, 
The Name of Prince, of Conqueror and King, 
Are Gifts of Fortune and ot little Worth. 
They may be, and too often are, poſſeſt 
By ſordid 1 who know no Joy but Wealth; 
By ri'tous Fools, or Tyrants drench'd in Blood; ; 
A Cræſus, Alexander, or a Nero. 
The Beſt are ſure the greateſt of Mankind. 
Our Actions form our Characters. Let me 
Approve mylelf a Chriſtian and a Soldier, 
And Flatt'ry cannot add, or Envy take 
Ought that I wiſh to have, or fear to loſe. 
Am. Canſt thou behold unmov'd, thou ſteady Traytor, 
Thy moſt munificent and loving Patron, 
Preſt with the Weight of more than ſourſcore Years, 
With feeble Hands compell'd to reaſſume 
The ſtubborn Reins of Power, and taſte again, 
When Appetite is pall'd, the bitter Sweets 
Of Sovereign Command? Shou'd I deſcend 
To reaſon with thee, what cou'dſt thou reply! ? 
Have I not been a Father to thy Youth ?-——- ; 
Did I not early form thy Mind to Greatneſs, | 
And teach thy Infant Hands the Uſe of Arms? 
Tho? the unerring Maxims of our State, 
(The only Rule of Right and Wrong in Courts) 
Had mark*d thee for Deſtruction, f. ll 1 ſpai'd thee, 
Truſted, belov'd, advanc'd thou haſt betray'd me. 
Firſt ſciz:d the Provinces you call'd your own, 


{Eh Then 
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| Then join'd my Foes to rob me of my Fame; 
| Theperjur'd Uladiſlaus, fierce Hunniades, 
And the Venetians, who have ſince forſook thee. 
Tho to remote Magne/ia I retir'd, : 
uitting the Toils of Empire to my Son, 
To ſeek for Reſt and find a peaceful Grave; 
Yet there the Cries and Clamours of my Slaves, } 
Who fled the Terrors of thy dreadful Name, Nl : 
Forbad their old o'erlabour'd King Repoſe; 
0 Forc'd me once more in hoſtile Steel to cloth 
Theſe weary Limbs, and rouſe to their Defence. 
But that thy Soul is loſt to all Remorſe 
| Thy black Ingratitude muſt fright thyſelf? 


Scan. Can all your Kingdoms bribe the Ve of Truth? 
Which, while you ſpeak, pleads for me in our Breaſt; 
Or Rage efface the Mem'ry of your Guilt, 
More than ten thouſand Witneſſes againſt thee ? 5 1 
| But Slander, like the loathſome Leper's Breath, | 
| Infects the Healthful with its poiſonous Steams, 
| Unleſs repell'd, and bids me guard my Fame. = 
My Anceſtors for Ages fill'd this Throne, 
A brave, a virtuous, legal Race of Princes, x 
No arbitrary Tyrants ; the ſame Laws, | | 
That made them Kings, declar'd their People free \ 
My Royal Father, fam'd for his Succeſs a 
In War and Love of Peace, had govern'd long; 
When with reſiſtleſs Force your conquering Troops = 
Pour'd like a Deluge o'er the Realms of Greece: 1 
To ſave his People from impending Ruin, 
At your Requeſt, the pious, gen rous Prince 
Gave up his Sons as Hoſtages of Peace. | 
He died the beſt of Kings and Men. O Caſtriot? [3 
I were unworthy of thy Race and Name 5 
Cou'd I unmov'd remember thou'rt no more 
I wou'd have ſaid, he died in firm Reliance 
On your Promiſe given, your Faith and Honour ; 
But ſure the Memory of ſuch a Loſs 
May well o'er-bear, and drive me from my Purpoſe. N 
Tas then in Scorn of ev'ry Obligation, 


of 
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Of Truth and Juſtice, Gratitude and Honour, 
Of nobleſt Truſt and Confidence repos'd; 


You like a lawleſs, moſt perfidious Tyrant, 
Amidſt her Griefs, ſeiz'd on his Widow'd Kingdom; 
And to ſecure your lawleſs Acquiſition. | 
Oh! how ſhall I proceed! — My bleeding Heart 

Is pierc'd anew, new Horrors wound my Soul 

At every Pauſe; whenever I rehearſe, 

Whene'er I think upon thy monſtrous Crimes 

O Repoſio ! Staniſſa ! Conſtantine ! 

My flaughter'd Brothers, whoſe dear Blood ſtill cries 
Aloud to Heaven; Your Wrongs ſhall find Redreſs. 
Juſtice, defer'd, deals forth the heavier Blow. 

Am. Shall the great Monarchs of our ſublime Race 
Cut off their Brothers, when they mount the Throne, 
Yet ſpare the Lives of Chriſtians they ſuſpect: 

Their Death was wiſe, and I approve it yet, 
But curſe my Folly that preſerv'd thy Life. 

Scan. What was then my Life? debarr'd of myRight, 
And kept t'augment the Number of your Slaves. 

The only Benefit you e' er confer'd, 

Was that you train'd me to the Uſe of Arms: 
You had my Service and was overpay'd; 

Yet thoſe whom I oppos'd were, like yourſelf, 
Tyrants, who made a Merchandize of Men; 
And propagate Religion by the Sword. 


Ever determin'd not to ſtain my Hands 


With Chriſtian Blood, when you commanded me 
To turn my Arms againſt th* Hungarian King 


1 purpos'd from that Hour, by Heaven's Aſſiſtance, 


At once CVavoid the Guilt and free my Country. 
Am. O Traytor! doſt thou glory in thy Shame ? 
Think not I have forgot thy vile Declenſion, 


Les on that fatal, that deteſted Day, 


When deep Moravia's Waves, died with the Blood 


Of forty Thouſand of my faithful Slaves, 


Loſing their Azure, flow'd in purple Tides ; 


Too well I know, thou drift forſake thy Charge; 
To” And“ 
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And e're the News of thy Revolt arriv'd, 
Surpriz'd my Baſſa that commanded here ; 
Drove out my Garriſons, and raviſh'd from me 
This fair. and fertile Kingdom. 
Scan. Falſe Aſperſion 
The Charge impos'd was ne'er accepted by me. 
I arm'd my Subjects for their common Rights, 
The Love of Liberty, that fired their Souls, 
That made them worthy, crown'd them with Succeſs, 
I did my Duty *T was but what I ow'd 
To Heaven, an injur'd People and myſelf. 
Am. You will be juſtified in all thar's paſt : 
Bur I ſhall bend thy ſtubborn Temper yet—— 
I know the Worth of thoſe dear Pledges now _ 
Within my Power. Thou know'ſt me roo—— Then 
think 


And yield in Time, while Mercy may be had. 
Scan. I know your Mercy by my Brothers Fate. 
Am. Then 'you may judge the future by the paſt. 

Scan. Thu? Pity be a Stranger to your Breaſt, 
Your preſent dang*rous State may teach you Fear. 

Am. Danger and I nave been acquainted long 3 
Full oft Vere met her in the bloody Field, - 
And drove her back with Terror on my Foes : 

Your other Phantom, Fear, I know her not ; 
Or in thy Viſage I behold her now, 
Scan. | tear not ſor myſelf. 
Am. Yet ſtill thou fear'ſt. 
Confeſs thyſelf ſubdu'd and ſue for Favour, 
Scan. When 1 ſubmit to Guilt, —-PIl own your 
| 5 Conqueſt. 

Am. Think on your Friende. 

Scan, Afflictions are no Crimes. 

Am. You wou'd redeem them! 

Scan. Yes; on any Terms, 

That Honour may permit, and Juſtice warrant, 
Am. Hear the Conditions then. 

Scan. Why ſinks my Heart? 

Why do tremble thus? When at the Head 


Of. 


f #3 


Of almoſt twice a hundred Thouſand Souls 
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I with a Handful charg'd this fierce old Chief, 
Thou art my Witneſs, Heav'n, I fear'd him not. (Aide. 
Am. When Llook back on what you were before 
Your, late Revolt, charmed with the pleaſing View, 
I wiſh to ſee thoſe glorious Days reſtor'd ; 
When I with Honour may indulge my Bounty, 
And make you great and happy as you're brave. 
Scan. Flattery —Nay, then he's dangerous indeed! 
(Aſides 
Am. Renounce the Errors of the Chriſtian Sect, 
And be inſtructed in the Law profeſt | 
By I/mazPs Holy Race; that Light divine, 
That darts from Mecca's ever facred Fane, 
T'illuminate the darken'd Souls of Men, 
And fill *em with its Brightneſs. | 
Scan, O Althea ! 5 (Aſide. 
Am. Break your Alliance with the Chriſtian Princes, 
And let my Foes be thine. 
Scan. That follows well; 
Th'abandon'd Wretch, that breaks his Faith with 
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1 
1 rn 
* 


[Heav'n, 
Will hardly ſtop at any future Crime. (Aide. 
Am. Forego th' Advantage, that your Arms have 
| [won, 


Give up this little Part of ſpacious Greece, 
It's Cities and it's People to my Power: 
And in Return reign thou my Subſtitute 
O'er all my conquer'd Provinces in Europe, 
From Adrianople to the Walls of Buda. 

Scan. Aſſiſt me Heav'n! aſſiſt me to ſuppreſs 


The riſing Indignation in my Breaſt, 


That ſtruggles, heaves and rages for a Vent. 
Aranthes | Althea | How ſhall I preſerve you? (Aſide. 
Viſ. He's greatly mov'd, his Viſage flames with 
08 | | [ Wrath. 
Ama. Juſt ſo he looks when ruſhing on the Foe, 
The eager Blood ſtarts from his trembling Lips. 


Da Am. 


4 | | 
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Shall re · inſtate me in his gen'rous Heart: 
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Am. I wait your Reſolution. 
Scan. Three Days the Truce concluded is to laſt; 
That Space I ask to anſwer your Demande, 
Am. Tis well; enjoy your Wiſh — but yet re- 
member 
Honour and Int reſt, Gratitude and Love 
Bleed while you pauſe, and preſs you to comply. 


Farther, to favour you in all I may, 


Aranthes ſhall attend you to your Camp: 


' Conſult, reſolve, your Intereſts are the ſame ; 


Alubea juſtly claims the Care of both. 
[Exit Amurath, Se. 


Scan. O thou, who art my Righteouſneſs and 
[Strength, 
Diſtreſs'd and tempted, ſtill in thee I truſt : 
The Pilot, when he ſees the Tempeſt riſe, 


And the proud Waves inſult the low'ring Skies, 
'Fix'd to the Helm, looks to that Power to lay 


The raging Storm, whom Winds and Seas obey. 


Exit Scanderbeg, Cc. 


bo fie alone. 


Shou'd he comply? as ſure he's hardly preſs'd; 
Reſtor'd to Favour, where is my Revenge? 

He's but a Man leſs tempted I fell worſe; 
But Pm not Scanderbeg Say, he refuſes; 

It follows that the Sultan in his Rage, 

Murthers the Captives, tho we all ſhou'd periſh. 
Which Side ſoc'er I view, I like it not. 

There is no Peace for me, while Caſtriot lives; 
Plagued and diſtreſs'd, he ſoars above me ſtill ; 
Inſults my Hate, and awes me with his Virtue. 
His Virtue! Ha! How have I dreamt till now, 


How ſcap'd the Thought? His Virtue ſhall betray 
Ihim. 


Hypocriſy, that with an Angel's Likeneſs 
May well deceive the Wiſdom of an Angel, 


Which 
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Which if I fail to pierce, may all the III 
T ever wiſh'd to him fall on myſelf.— | 
Th'amorous Prince I know his haughty Soul 
Ill brooks his ſubtle Father's peaceful Schemes. 
He loves Althea, and depeuds on me 

T'aſſiſt his Flame. 
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Enter Mahomet. 


Ma. Amaſie, what Succeſs? 
Lou ſaw the Captive Princeſs 
Ama. Yes, my Lord. 
Ma. Curſe on the jealous Cuſtoms of our Court: 
Why is that Privilege deny'd to me ? 
Ama. You know why I'm indulg'd. 
Ma. ' Tis true, but ſay, | 
What haſt thou done that may advance my Hopes? | 
Ama. I've thought, my Lordꝛyñ | 104 
Ma. What tell'ſt thou me of thoughts ! | 
Haſt thou not ſpoke ? — what ſays the charming Fair ? 
— ——- Shall I be bleſt ? 
Ama. Spoke, what? Alas! my Prince ! 
How little do you know that haughty Chriſtian ? 
Bred in the rigid Maxims of her Sect, 
Chaſte as its Precepts, moſt ſeverely vertuous, 
Althea, wou'd treat me with the lait Contempr, 
Shou'd I but name your gen'rous Paſſion to her | 
And proudly term it ſhameful and unjuſt. 
Aa. Now as you wou'd avoid a Prince's Hatred, 
That muſt one Day command you; or expect 
F'er to attain my Siſter's Love, the Scope 
Of your Ambition, aid me with your Counſel. 
My Blood's on Fire, and I will quench the Flame, 
Tho' univerſal Ruin ſhou'd inſue. 
By Heaven Iwill; III plunge in Seas of Bliſs, 
And with repeated Draughts of Cordial Love, 
Expell the raging Fever from my Veins, 
Ama, Glorious Miſchief —(Aſide.) If I judge right 
(her Will 
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And let her Chriſtian. Minion take the.Reſt. 


go The Chrifion HERO: 
Is ne*er to be ſubdu'd, you can't poſſeſs 


Her Mind, my Lord—and. without, that you know 
Ma. Her Mind! a Shadow! Give me ſolid Joys, 


I love her for myſelt; my Appetite 


' Muſt be appeas'd, or live my conſtant Plague. 
Let me but claſp her in my longing Arms, 
| Preſs her ſoft Boſom to my panting Breaſt, 


And crown my Wiſhes ; tho? attain'd by Force, 
Tho amidſt Strugglings, Shrieks and guſhing Tears; 


Or while ſhe faints beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
And I have all my raging Paſſions crave. 
Am. Already, I've conceiv'd the Means to ſerve you, 
But Time muſt give th' imperfect Embryo Form, 
And hail th* auſpicious. Birth. 
Ma. She's juſtly mine, 


The Purchaſe of my Sword. Our Prophet thus, 


By manly Force all prior Right deſtroy d; : 
Power was his Claim; he conquer'd and enjoy'd : 
Beauty and Fame alike his Ardor mov'd; 
Fiercely he fought, and as he fought he, lov'd. 


End of the Second AZ. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


The Chriftian Camp. 


Enter Scanderbeg and Aranthes. 


Ar. PY 8 LTHEA mourns for this your fond 
— — ENT [ Delay, 
Bl; And thinks already ſhe has liv'd too 
. ECD [ long 3 

| w* Since living ſhe protracts the Tyrant's 
[ Fate, 


And clouds the matchleſs Luſtre of your Arms. 


Scan. Juſtice herſelf would here ſuſpend her Sword; 
Nor with one undiſcriminating Blow, 


Blind as ſhe is, deſtroy both both Friends and Foes. 
Ar. It is appointed once. tor all to die: 


Then what am I, or what a Child of mine, 


Weigh'd with the Honour of the Chriſtian ch 
To bid the Cauſe of Liberty attend, 

While gravely you debate thoſe very Trifles, 

The Time and Circumſtances of our Death: 

As juſtly Nature might ſuſpend her Courſe 

To wait the Diſſolution of an Inſect, 

No, let me bear Defiance to the Sultan 


Tell him, that you already are determin'd ; 
And dare his worſt. 
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Scan. Not for ten thouſand Worlds. 
Wou'd I fo tempt the fretfull Tyrants Rage? 
The Pangs of Death are light to thoſe of Abſence ;_ 
Then who can bear eternal Seperation ? 
Tranſported as you are with pious Zeal; 
Look inward, ſearch your Heart, and then confeſs 
The Love of Heav'n excludes not ſacred Friendſhip. 
Think it my Task were your's, how you wou'd act. 
Wou' d you not pauſe, conclude, retract, and 1 

Jag ain 

To the laſt moment of the Time prefixt ? 
Wou'd you not count it Virtue to contend, | 
Tho? againſt Hope, and ſtruggle with Deſpair. 
I know you wou'd ; for tho' your Tongue be mute, 


Spite of yourſelf, your ſtreaming Eyes confeſs it. 


Ar. My Weakneſs is no Precedent for you. 

Scan. If thus the Friend, what muſt the Lover ſuffer ? 
Think good Aranthes, if you ever lov'd, 

What endure: think on Altbea's Charms, 
And judge from thence the Greatneſs of my Pain. 

Ar. Why will you dwell upon the dang*rous Theme? 
The Strength of Sampſon prov'd too weak for Love, 
David's Integrity was no Defenee ; 

The King, the Hero and the Prophet fell 


Beneath the ſame inevitable Power : 


The Wiſdom of his Son was Folly here; 
And he that comprehended all Things elſe 
Knew not himſelf, till dear Experience taught 
Him late Repentance, Anguiſh, Grief and Shame, 
Thea think no more but give us up at once; 
Give up Althea ; Heaven demands it of you; 
For while ſhe lives, your Virtue is not ſafe. 

Scar. Is this a Father's Voice ? 

Ar: Wou'd J had died, 
Ere I was honour'd with a Father's Name; 
Or that my Child had been leſs good and fair. 
What was my greateſt Joy, is now my Grief : 
Ev'ry Perfection wrings my Heart with Pain. 
For all her Charms are now ſo many Snares, 


Whick 


4 TxaGrDvy. 
Which you muſt break, or be undone for ever. 
Still unreſolv'd! Forgive me if I think, 
You have the Weakneſs now of other Men, 

Scan, If to rrjoice when Virtue is rewarded 3 
Or mourn th' Afflictions of the Good and Brave, 
Who mourn not for themſelves; if Love and Friend- 


chip, 
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Denote me weak, I wou'd be weaker till. 

He who diſclaims the Softneſs of Humanity, 
Aſpiring to be more than Man, is leſs. 

Yet know, my Father, rev'rend good Aranthes ! 
Whatever tender Sentiments I feel ; 

Tho! as a Man, a Lover and a Friend, 1 
I fear the Sultan's Cruelty and Malice 3 fi 
Yet as a Chriſtian, I deſpiſe *em both. 

*Tis not for Man to glory in his Strength ; 

The Beſt have fallen, and the Wiſeſt ert'd. 

Yet when the Time ſhall come, when Heaven ſhall by 
Its Providence declare, this is my Will, 

And this the Sacrifice that I demand, 

Why who can tell, but full of that ſame Energy, 
Which ſwells your Breaſt; I may reply ev'n ſo 

Thy Will be done, 

Ar. How have my Fears deceiv'd me? 

Scan. The careful Gard'ner turns the limpid Stream, | 
This Way, or that Way; as ſuits his Purpoſe beſt. | 
The Wrath of Man ſhall praiſe his Maker's Name; 
The Reſidue, reſtrain'd, reſt on himſelf. 

Let us not raſhly antedate our Woes, 

Tho? I defer the Sentence of your Death, 

Tho' I cou'd die ten thouſand times to ſave you, 
I do not, nay I dare not bid you live. | 

Ar. Excellent Man! why did I ever doubt thee ? 
Your Zeal's no leſs, your Wiſdom more than mine. 
My Time's expir'd ; Illuſtrious Prince, — farewel | 

Scan. My Father! My M'thea | —— 

Ar. O my Son! 

Our Part is little in this noble Conflict, 


Ut 
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The worſt is Death ; your's harder, but more glorious, 
To live and ſuffer. Heaven inſpire thy Soul 
With more than Roman Fortitude and Courage : 
They poorly fled to Death, Vavoid Misfortunes 3 
May Chriſtian Patience teach thee to o'ercome em. 

[ Exit Aranthes. 


Scanderbeg alone. 


In this Extremity ſhall I invoke 

Thy awful Genius, O majeſtick Rome; 

Or Junius Brutus, thine z who ſacrificed 

To publick Liberty, Paternal Love : 

The younger Brutus; or the Greek Timoleon; 

Of Self-Denial great Examples all: 

But all far ſhort of what's required of me. 

Theſe Patriots offer'd to an injur'd World 

But guilty Wretches, who deſerv'd their Fates. 
Wou'd they have given up the beſt of Men, 

And the moſt perfect of the gentler Sex | 
To Death, to worſe than Death, a Tyrant's Rage? 
No, Nature unaſſiſted cannot do it. 

To thee, I bow me then, Fountain of Life, 

Of Wiſdom and of Power, | 

Who know'ſt our Frame, and mad'ſt us what we are; 
I ask not Length of Days, nor Fame, nor Empire : 
Give me to know and to diſcharge my Duty, 

And leave th' Event to thee Amaſic here. 


Enter Amaſie, who kneels and lays bis Sword at 
Scanderbeg's Feet. 


Ama. Well may you turn away, juſtly diſdain 

To caſt one Look upon the loſt Amajie. 

Conſtant as Truth, inflexible as Juſtice, 

Above Ambition, and the Joys of Senſe,  _ 

You muſt abhor the Wretch, whoſe fatal Weakneſs 

Betray'd him to ſuch Crimes, as make him hateful 

To Heaven, to all good Men and to himſelf. p 
| car 
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Scan. What com'ſt thou for, what canſt thou hope 
[ from me? 

Ama. I come for Juſtice, 

Scan. Juſtice muſt condeinn thee, 

Ama. I have condemn'd myſelf; but dare not die, 

Till you, the proper Judge, confirm the Sentence. 
Scan. When firſt you fell, I deeply mourn'd your 

[Loſs ; 

But from that Moment gave you up for ever: : 
Ama. Still you're my Prince ! my native, rightful 

| [ Prince. 
Scan, Then what art thou ? 
Ama. The blackeft, worſt of Traytors. 
Scan, Be that thy Puniſhment. 
Ama. Dreadful Decree! 

Tis more than I can bear — leave me not thus. 

Is not the Blood, that runs in either's Veins, 

Deriv'd from the ſame Source? Was I not once, 

Howe'er unworthy, honour'd with your Friendthip, 

Named your Succeſſor ? ſo beloved, fo truſted, 

That all the Envious pin'd, and all the Good, 

Look'd up with Wonder at the glorious Height, 

To which your partial Friendſhip had advanc'd me. 
Scan. Ill judging Man, thou aggravat'it thy Crimes. 
Ama. That cannot be; I bur excite your Juſtice. 

Behold: my guilty Breaſt ; ſtrike and maintain 

The Honour of our Houſe. wipe out this Stain 

Of its illuſtrious Race and Blot of Friendſhip. 

Scan. If your Ambition were to fall by me, 

Lou ſhou'd have met me in the Front of Battle 

With manly Oppoſition, and receiv'd 

The Death thou ſeek'ſt for in the Rage of War. 

My Sword deſcends not on a proſtrate Fos? 

Tho? you've deſerv'd to die, I've not deſerv'd 

To be your Executioner. 

Ama. Juſt Heaven! 
Are you a Chriſtian Prince, and will you ſpare 
A black Apoſtate ? 
Scan. Heaven can right itſelf 
| E 2 Without 
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Without my Aid, nor do I know on Earth 


So great, ſo juſt an Object of Compaſſion. 
Live and repent. 


Ama. I have and do repent, 
But cannot live. The Court of Amurath 
Abhors a Chriſtian ; ev'ry Chriſtian Court 
Deteſts a Tray tor. | 
Scan, Miſerable Man! (Aſide, 
Ama. We're taught that Heav'n is merciful and 
% [kind. 
Scan, What Wretch dares doubt of that ? 
Ama. Then why am I 
Deny'd to ſue for Peace and Pardon there, 
Since I muſt never hope for them on Earth? 
Scan, Have I the Seeds of Frailty in my Nature ? 
Am IJ a Man, like him, and can!] ſee, 
Unpittying and unmov'd, the bitter Anguiſh, 
The deep Contrition of his wounded Soul? 
It will not be O Nature take your Courſe, 
III not refit your tendereſt Impreſſions. (Aſide. 
Suppreſs the Tumult of your troubled Mind ; 
You have o':rcome ; I feel and ſhare your Sorrows. 
Ama. O be leſs good, or J ſhall die with Shame. 


Scan. Þ have been too ſlow to pardon. (Embracing, 
Ama. O my Prince ! 


My injur'd Prince! 
Scan. Thy Friend, thy Friend, 4maſie. 


Ama. How have you rais'd me from the laſt De- 


 [ſpair ? 

And dare you truſt this Rebel, this Apoftate ? 

Scan. Tis Heaven's Prerogative alone to ſearch 
The Hearts of Men, and read their inmoſt Thoughts: 
I wou'd be circumſpect, not over wile ; 
Nor for one Error, loſe a Friend for ever: 
No, let me be deceiv'd ere want Humanity. 

Ama, The Wiſdom and Beneficence of Heaven 
Flow in your Words, and bleſs all thoſe who hear *em. 


(Trumpets found a Parley, 


Scan. 


3 
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Scan. What means this Summons to a ſecond Parley ? 
Ama. The Sultan's haſte anticipates my Purpoſe. 


Something that much concerns your Love and Honour, 
I have to ſay 3 but muſt deſer it now, 
And once more join his Council; if I'm ſeen, 
I loſe the only Means thar's left to ſerve you. 
Scan. You will return 
Ama, As certain as the Night; | 
About the Midſt of which you may expect me, 
Scan. You'll find me in my Tent; The word's, 


( Alt he as 


Enter Officer. 


Off. The Viſier with the Princeſs of Durazzo, 
Demands an Audience. 

Scan. Fly; and introduce 'em. 
Can this be true? 

Ama. Moſt true. The Sultan hopes 
That your Althea's Eyes will conquer for him: 
Heaven guard your Heart. Farewell At Night expect 
(me. 
He's well deceiv'd ; Hypocriſy I thank thee, 
Dark and profound as Hell, what Line can fathom, 
Or Eye explore the ſecret thoughts of Men ? 
Yet once I fear'd I ſhou'd betray myſelf 
And be indeed the Penitent I teign'd; 


S8S8o much his Virtue mov'd me. Curſe his Virtue |! KL 


He ever will excell me Let him die, 

Tho! all my Peace die with him Wretched Man | ' 

When ſhall I reſt from Envy and Remorle ? (Aſide. 

Exit Ama. 

Scan. I ſhall once more behold Althea then. 

So Wretches are indulg'd the Sight of Heaven 

To ſharpen Pain, and aggravate their Lof:, 

The blended Beauties of the teeming Spring, 

Whate'er excells in Nature's Works beſides, 

Are vile to her, the Glory of the Whole. 


5 3 Flowers 


(Ade. 


— 


NE 
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Flowers fade and loſe their Odors, Gems their Brightneſs, 
And Gold irs Eſtimation in her Preſence, os ak 
But ſee, ſhe comes---Sure ſuch a Form betray'd 
The firſt of Men to quit his Paradiſe, if 
And all the Joys of Innocence and Peace, 
For thoſe he found in her : yet had the lovely, 
Alas too lovely Parent of Mankind, 
 Poffefs'd a Mind, as much Superior to , 


Her outward Form, as my Althea doth ; 
Mankind had never fell. 


Enter Viſier, Althea, &c. Scanderbeg kneels and kifſes 
ber Hand. 


Scan, O my Princeſs ! 
Al. My ever honour'd Lord ! 
Scan. To be your Slave, 


A Captive to your Charms, is more than to nd | 
Be Lord of Humankind. 
g Al, The Viſier, Prince. (Scanderbeg riſes. 9 


Viſ. Far be it noble Scanderbeg from me 
To intercept my Royal Maſter's Bounty, 
Who wills you to enjoy Freedom of Speech, 
Uninterrupted, with the Chriſtian Princeſs. 
Il with the Guards retire and wait your Leiſure, 


(Exit Viſier, Sc. 
Scan. O my Althea! | 
Al. Speak, I'm all Attention. e || 
Scar. O who can raiſe his Thoughts to the Occaſion ? | 
Or doing that, reduce ſuch Thoughts to Words? | | 
Al. 1 will aſſiſt you—we muſt part for ever. 
Scan. Is that, is that fo eaſy ? Righteous Heaven! 
It doth amaze me, and contound my Reaſon 
To hear thee, thus calm and ferene, pronounce 
The dreadful Sentence. 
Al, Is it not determin'd ? 
Scan. To give thee back to Slavery and Chains: 
To bear the Malice of a bloody Tyrant, 
Inrag'd by my Refuſal !——O 4/thegq 1 


Tho 


* 
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* 


What new Wonder haſt thou prepar'd to charm 


2a TxacEedDrY. 


Tho' Heav'n muſt be obey'd, ſomething is due 

To vertuous Love. We may, we mult confeſs 

A Senſe of ſuch unutterable Woe. 

When in Return of my inceſſant Vows, 

You deign'd to crown my Love, when Expectation 
Of the long ſigk'd for Bliſs had raiſed my Joys 

To that exalted Pitch, that I look'd down 
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With Pity on Mankind; and only griev'd 


To think they ſtood expoſed to Diſappointment, 
Mis'ry and Pain, while I alone was happy. 
Then, then to loſe thee 

Al, O complain no more. 
You move a Weakneſs here, unworthy her, 
Who wou'd aſpire to deſerve your Love. 
I wou'd have died like the mute Sacrifice; 
Which goes as chearfull and as unconcern'd, 
To bleed upon the Altar, as to fleep 
Within its nightly Fold. 

Scan. Coud'ſt thou do this 

Al. Had I not ſeen you thus, I think I ſhou d. 
But at your Grief my Reſolution fails me : 
I'm ſubdued : The Woman, the weak, fond Woman, 
Swells in my Heart, and guſhes from my Eyes. 

Scan. What have I done ? The Greatneſs of thy Soul, 
Not to be comprehended but by Minds 
Exalted as thy own, ftagger'd my Reaſon ; 
And what was Prudence and Superior Virtue, 
I thought a Wrong to Love. Raſh, thoughtleſs Man! 
To force a Tenderneſs thou can'ſt not bear, 
That ſtabs the very Soul of Reſolution, 
And leaves thee without Strength to ſtem a Torrent, 
That asks an Angel's Force to meet its Rage. 

Al, To combat Inclination, to ſubdue 


. Our own Deſires, and conquer by Submiſſion ; 


Are Virtues, Prince, no Angel ever knew. 

While theſe are your's, ſhall I indulge my Grief ? 

The Storm is over, and I am calm again. 
Scan. O thou eternal Source of Admiration! 


My 
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My raviſh'd Soul? where didſt thou learn the Art 
To ſtop the Tide of Grief in its full Flow, 
And triumph o'er Diſpair ? 

Al. In you] triumph. 
Tho” rackt and torn with more than mortal Grief, 
Amidſt the Pangs of diſappointed Love 
And ſufi”ring Friendſhip, do I not behold thee, 
Still conſtant as the Sun, that keeps its Courſe, dil < 
Tho? Storms and Tempeſts vex the neither Sky, 
And low'ring Clouds a while obſcure his Brightneſs, 

Scan. Excellent, heavenly Maid? thou rob'ſt thyſelf, 
And attribur'it to me thy own Perfections. 

Al. Have you once queſtion'd whether you ſhould 


[ part 


With two the deareſt Things to Man on Earth, 
A Friend and Miſtreſs; or renounce your Faith, 
The Int'reſt of Mankind and Cauſe of Virtue ? | 
Scan. That were to purchaſe ev'n thee too dear: y 
That were a Milery beyond thy Loſs : 
That were, my Princeſs ! to deſerve to loſe thee. 
Al. That gracious Power that wrought you for this 
| * 
That made you great to ſtruggle with Adverſity, 
And teach luxurious Princes, by Example, 
What Kings ſhou'd be, and ſhame em into Virtue; | | 
Beholds, with Pleaſure, you diſcharge the Truſt, 
And act up to the Dignity you're form'd for. | 
Scan. O whither wou'd thy dazzling Virtue ſoar ? / ' 
Is't not enough we yield to our Misfortunes, 
And bear Afflictions, tho* with bleeding Hearts. 
Wou'd'ſt thou attempt to raiſe Pleaſure from Pain, 
And teach the Voice of Mourning, Songs of Joy? 
Al. Small is my Part and ſuited to my Strength. 
What is dying? A Wanton Cleopatra 
Cou'd ſmile in Death and [nfants die in Sleep. 
What tho' my Days are few and fill'd with Sorrow! 
Cou'd vain Proſperity to hoary Age | 
Afford a Happineſs to be compat'd 
To dying now in ſuch a glorious Cauſe ; 


Lamented 


| A Txaczdr. 
Lamented and belov'd by thee, the beſt 
And greateſt of Mankind Then let us haſte 
And cloſe the Scene. Lou, good Paulinus, let 
The Viſier know, I'm ready to return. | 
Why are you pale, why do guſhing Tears 
Blot the majeſtick Beauty of your Face ? 
Why is the Hero in the Lover loſt ? 

Scan. Let Angels, who attend in Crowds to hear 
[thee ; 


Let all the Sons of Liberty and Fame ; 
Thoſe, who ſtill wait, and thoſe who have obtain'd 
The End of all their Labours ; Heaven and Earth ; 
Angels and Men, the Living and the Dead; 
Behold and judge if. ever Man before | 
Purchas'd the Patriot's Name, or ſav'd his Country, 
His Faith and Honour, at a Price ſo dear. ; 


Enter Viſier. 


Viſ. Well Prince, may we not hope that thoſe 
[bright Eyes 
Have charm'd your Soul to Peace? Who W re- 
| iſt, 
When Honour's gain'd by being overcome? l 
To yield to Beauty, crowns the Warrior's Fame. 
Scan, I'm not to learn how to eſteem the Princeſs ; 
But know the Sultan over-rates his Power, 
When he preſumes to barter for her Love. 
Her Mind is free and royal as his own 
Nor is ſhe to be gain'd by doing what 
Wou'd forfeit her Eſteem, And I muſt think 
This Haſte to know my Mind, is Fraud or Fear. 
What needs there more? The Truce is unexpirſed: 
If your proud Maſter wiſhes for a Peace, 
We yet may treat on honourable Terms, 
In the mean Time receive the Princeſs back. 
Viſ. Think what you do, great Sir. 


F 
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Scan. I know my Duty. 
Al. Farewell, my Lord! 
Scan. Farewell! —— protect her Heaven 
Al. Now let the fretful Tyrant ſtorm and rage, 
The only Danger we cou'd fear is paſt. | 
[Exit Althea and Viſier. 
Scan. T'encounter Hoſts of Foes is eaſier far, 
Than to ſuſtain this innate, Boſom War; 5 / 
This one unbloody Conqueſt coſts me more, 
Than all the Battles I &er won before, 


End of the Third Aci. | þ | 
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A TRAOT Dy. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


The Outward Apartment in the Womens Tent. 
A Guard of Eunuchs. 


Enter Killer Aga. 


1s as I thought: Our Maſter is 
1 [ berray'd. 
Whoever knew a Renegade ſin- 


[cere ? 
This Dog's a Chriſtian ſtill! 


Enter Amaſie. 
Ama. The Victim's prepar'd. 


If Luft holds on her Courſe, and revels yet | 


In Ithe hot Veins of raſh, luxurious Youth, 

This Chriſtian Heroine, this ſecond Lucrece, 

In Mahomet ſhall find another Targuin, 

As cruel and remorſeleſs as the firſt. 

If I ſnhou'd fail in my Attempt to Night, 

And Scanderbeg ſurvive Althea raviſh'd —— 

He'll wiſh himſelf, I had ſucceeded better. (Aſide. 
Diſmiſs your uſeleſs Train of prying Slaves ; 

I've Buſineſs that requires your Ear alone, 


(Exeunt Eunuchs, 
F 2 A 


4 
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A Grecian Chief, who owns our Maſter's Cauſe, 

Muſt be admitted to the Captive Princeſs. we, 

*Tis of Importance to the Sultan's Service, ., _ 

That he ſhou'd enter and depart unknown + | J. 

Pl] introduce him, while you watch without 

That none approach to give him Interruption.  - 
Aga. This I conceive z but why he mov'd the Lady 

To the remoteſt Part of the Pavilion | 

I eannot comprehend. (Afide. 
Ama. You know your Duty; ' . 

Your Life ſhall anſwer for the leaſt Neglect. 
Aga. I ſhall take Care — (Exit Amaſie.) to ruin 

[thee, thou Traytor. 


SCENE HU. 


Another Apartment; Stage darken'd; Table 
| and Lamp. 


Althea diſcovered. 


Al. Is this a Time and Place for virtuous Love ? 
This is the Wanton's Hour: Now ſhe forſakes 
Her Home, and, hid in Darkneſs, age” her 
rey: 

The Soul, whom Heav'n abhors, falls in bb. Snares; ; 
And pierc'd with Guilt, as with an Arrow dies. 7 
Yon ſickly Lamp, that glimmers thro' my Tears, 
Faintly contending with prevailing Darkneſs, 
Spreads o'er the Place a melancholy Gloom, 
That ſooths the joyleſs Temper of my Mind. 
So a pale Meteor's dull and beamleſs Flame 
To the bewilder'd Traveller appears, 

And adds new Horrors to the cheerleſs Night. 
Is Error then the Lot of all Mankind ? 
It is, it is—for Scanderbeg is fallen,—— | - 
O] what cou'd move him to the raſh Attempt ? | 
It he ſhou'd periſh, as the Danger's great, * 

ow 


! * 


Tour Beauty's neceſſary to my Peace: 


A TxaGzdy. 
How will th' inſulting Infidels rejoice ? 
How will the Foe, with ſcornful Triump, ſing, 
As a Fool dies, ſo died this mighty Chief; 
His Hands unbound, no Fetters on his Feet, 
But as an Ideot by his Folly falls, 
So fell the Champion of the Chriſtian Cauſe. 


Enter Mahomet dreſt lite Scanderbeg, faſt” ning the door 
| on the Inſide. | 


He's come, and all my Sorrows are compleat. 
Are you purſued ? O my prophetick Fears! —— 
If undiſcover*d you have enter'd here, 
This Caution's needleſs ; if betray*d, in vain. 
Ma. Of ſuch a Prize who can be too ſecure ? 
Al. Tis not his Voice---defend me, O defend me, 
All gracious Heaven | 
Ma. Doſt thou not know me Princeſs ? 
Al. Alas ! too well! ( Aſide.) Sure you've miſtook 
[ your way, 
Or came perchance to ſeek ſome other here ; 
Howe'er that be, permit me to retire. 
Ma. Miſtaken Fair; or is this Ign'rance feign'd ? 
*Tis you alone I ſeek. Impetuous Love, 
That will not be reſiſted, brought me here 
To lay my Life and Fortune at your Feet. 
Al. Then I'm betray'd, baſely betray'd ; juſt Hea- 
ven ! 
Expos'd, perhaps devoted to a Ruin, 
From which the Grave itſelf is no Retrear, 
And Time can ne'er repair — Be gracious, Sir, 
To an unhappy Maid !--- Or I'm deceiv'd, 
Or you, my Lord, were pleas'd to mention Love ; 


Of that, alas! I am forbid to hear; 


Compaſſion better ſuits my humble State, 


That [ intreat; have Pity on me, Prince, 


Diſpel my Fears, and fend me from your Preſence, 
Ma. Grant what you ask; I need Compaſſion too: 


Then 
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Then yield, in Pity to yourſelf and me, 
What elſe Fl] take by Force: Conſent to make me 
Happy, and in Return, when Time ſhall give 
The Scepter to my Hand, I'll make thee Queen, 
Ot half the conquer'd Globe. 

Al. Know, Impious Prince! 

It one looſe T hought wou'd buy the whole, I'd Scorn 
It at that Price. A | ; 
Ma. Then rifled and abandon'd, | 

Live thou the Scorn both of the World and me. 
You have you Choice ; I came not here to talk. 
Al. O! what were all my former Woes to this? 
Under the Pain of Abſence, hard Captivity 
And my late Fears, Patience and Fortitude 
Were my Support ; Patience and Fortitude 
Are uſeleſs now, Shame and Diſhonour are 
Not to be born, Father! Aranthes ! haſte, | 
And like Virginius preſerve your Daughter, | 7 | 
Come Caſtriot, come, Althea calls thee now 
To certain Dꝛath, to ſave her from Pollution. 
Ma. Call louder yet; your 2 do not hear, 4 


A. Tho' none ſhou'd hear, yet Sorrow muſt com- 

| (plain, 

Va. Your moving ſoftneſs fans my am'rous Flame--- 
No Help can reach thee--- All thy Friends are abſent ; 
Wiſely comply, and make a Friend of me. 

Al. All are not abſent ; he whoſe Preſence fills 
Both Heaven and Earth; he, he is with me ſtill; 715 
Sees my Diſtreſs, numbers my flowing Tears, 

And underſtands the Voice of my Complainings, 
Tho' Sorrow drowns my Speech. 
Ma, Vil wait no longer; 
Nor ask again for that Pve Power to take. 
Now you may ſtrive, as | have beg'd, in vain. 

Al. O thou, whoſe Hand ſuſtains the whole Creation; 
Who cloth'ſt the Woods, the Vallies and the Fields 
Who hear'ſt the hungry Lion, when he roars ; / 
And feed'it the Eagle on the Mountain's Top; wy 
Shut not thine Ear---turn not away thy Face; | 

Be 


: 
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A TRAGEDY. 


Be not as one far off, when Danger's near; 

Or like an abſent Friend to the diſtreſs'd—— 

Aſſiſt me, ſave me---only thou canſt ſave me 

O let me not invoke thy Aid in vain. | 
Am. (Without.) Force, force an Entrance. 
Ma. Ha ! who dares do this? [| The Door burſt open. 


Enter Amurath, Viſier, Riſſer Aga and Guards. 


Ma. Sham'd and prevented ! O my curſed Fortune! 
Al. My Prayers are hear'd ; let Virtue ne'er diſpair. 
Viſ. Guard well the Paſſage. 
K. Aga. Who ſecures his Sword ? 
f Scanderbeg yeild ! thou can'ſt not hope t'eſcape. 
me. To fall ſo meanly after all thy Wars 
Well may'ſt thou hide thy Face. 
Viſ. Blinded by Love, 
My Lord, he miſs'd his Way. 
An. True, Oſmyn, true: 
That poor Excuſe for Madneſs, Vice and Folly, 
Is all this mighty Hero has to plead. 
— A fair Account of Life and Honour loſt. 
I hoped not Triumph---Prophet, tis too much 
Lask'd but Vengeance - Bring him to my Tent. 
When Mirth declining calls for ſomething new, 
We'll think upon the manner of his Death. 
Ma. Away, you Dogs! Confuſion, Death and Hell! 


* 


Al. They ſtand agaſt. Deliverance waits the ju 
But ſhort's the Triumph of deceitful Men. 
Turn'd on themſelves, their own Devices cover 
Them with Shame. (Aſide.) | {[ Exit. 
Viſ. Pm loſt in Admiration 1 
It is the Prince Aabomet. 
Am. Wonder, Rage 
And Diſappointment drive me to Diſtraction. 
Kiſler Aga, expect to anſwer this. 


K. Aga. Let not my Lord condemn his Slave unheard. 


Amaſie, whom I ever thought a Villain, : 
5 Going 


- — — — — 
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Going this Evening to the captive Princeſs 3 
I follow'd unperceiv'd, and ſo diſpos'd me | N 


As to o' er hear him: who with many Oaths, 
Aſſur'd Altbea, Scanderbeg was come; 
Conceal'd by Night, and in his Faith ſecure, 
Once more to ſee her and repeat his VowWs. 
Of this I thought myſelf in Duty bound 
T'inform my Royal Maſter. 
Am. You are clear. 
K. Aga. The Caution us'd to introduce the Prince, 
Seem'd to confirm the Truth of what I heard, = 
Am. Leave us---Enough 3 your Conduct merits 
Praiſe. 
[Exit K. Aga. 
Viſ. Th' affrighted Fair is fled to her Apartment. 
Am. Degenerate Boy? thou art my Witneſs, Allab, 
Not ſo I ſpent my Youth, and won his Mother; 
Tho much TI lov'd, and long Iſigh'd in vain, 
*Tis vile and baſe to do a private Wrong: 5 
When Kings, as Kings, do ill; the Office then 
Muſt juſtify the Man. 
Viſ. A Believing Monarch, 
Obedient to the Meſſenger of Heaven, 
Can never err. 
Am. Our Prophet, by the Sword, 
Firſt taught the ſtubborn Arabs to believe, 
And writ his Laws in Blood, 
Viſ. He knew Mankind. 
Nay, yet the Prieſts of all Religions teach, 
Whate'er is done to propagate the Faith, 
Muſt from its End, be good. 
Am. Thus do I ſtand 
Acquitted to myſelf; and Scanderbeg, 
Tho' by Aſſaſſination, juſtly falls. 


- To Morrow's Sun ſhall ſhine for me alone. 


Yer, O! my faithful O/min, all's not well: 
I know not how, my Spirits kindle not 
As they were wont, when Glory was in View, 
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Amaſie, fly to Death---what cou'd ſupport me? 


A Tzacrdy. 


True, I rejoice 3 and yet, methinks, my Joy 
Is like the Mirth wrung from a Man in Pain, 


Viſ. Guard, righteous Heaven, thy great Vicegerent's 
[Health. 


Am. The Body ſimpathizes with the Mind; 
As that with what we love. My Languor may 
Be the Effect of my Hellena's Grief; 

J live in her. My Pleaſures are improv d, 
My Pains forgot, when I behold her Face; 
The tend'reſt, fondeſt, moſt belov'd of Children, 

Viſ. O] what has happen'd, Sir? 

Am. This Evening, Oſmin, 
When I commanded her to love Amaſie z 
And look upon him, as her future Lord, 
An aſhy Paleneſs ſpread o'er all her Face, 
And guſhing Tears beſpoke her ſtrong Averſion : 
But when Vinhance his Merit I diſcloſed 
The purpos'd Murther of his native Prince; 
Had I pronounc'd the Sentence of her Death, 
Sure leſs had been her Terror and Surprize. 
Kneeling, ſhe call'd on Heav'n and Earth to witneſs 
Her utter Deteſtation of the Fact, 
And everlaſting Hatred of Amaſie, 
His Perſon and Defign, 

Viſ. Unhappy Princeſs ! 
To be compell'd to marry where ſhe hates. 

Am. O! ſhe abhors him, loaths his very Name; 
Vet ſtill her filial Piety prevaild ; 

She hung upon my Neck; pray'd for my Life, 
My Honour, my Succeſs ; and took her leave 

In ſuch endearing Strains, as if ſhe never 

Had been to fee me more. Her moving Softneſs 
Melted my old tough Heart--- I kiſy/d her--ſgh'd, 


And wept as faſt as ſhe, Our mingled Tears 


Together flow'd down my fhrunk wither'd Cheeks, 
And trickled from my Beard 


Of Vengeance kill my Child; ſhou'd ſhe Vavoid 


” 


O] ſhow'd my Thirſt 


Z [ Exenz!. 
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SCENE III. 


A Wood, thro which is ſeen the Chriſtian Camp. 
Enter Hellena and Cleora in Mens Apparel. 


Cle. Where are we Princeſs ! whither will you wan- 
| der ? 


Hel. We've gain'd the utmoſt Summit of the Moun- 
ba (tain, 
hear the neigh of Horſes—See'ſt thou not 
Thoſe Lights that glimmer thro' the Trees, Cleora ? 
The Chriſtain Camp's before us. | 
Cle. Righteous Allah ! the Chriſtian Camp! 
Hel, Tis thither I am bound. 
Cle. Diſtraction ! 
Hel. Jam determined. 
Cle. Hear me, Princeſs ! 
Once take the Counſel of your faithful Slave, 
And yet return before our Flight be known, 
Hel. O! no, Cleora | I muſt ne'er return. 
Cle. Then in your Father's Empire let us ſeek 
Some far remote and unfrequented Village; 
Where thus diſguis'd, you may remain unknown 
To all, but me; *till Death ſhall end your Sorrows, 
Why are you come to find new Dangers here? 
Alas! I thought you cnly fled Amaſie. 
Hel. Why thou'd I fly from him? in his Deſpite 
I cou'd have died, ev'n in my Father's Arms. 
Death, ever at my Call, had been a ſure 
Defence from his more loath'd Embraces. Gentle Maid, 
Think it not hard, that I've conceal'd from thee 
My real Intention, *cill 'twas paſt thy Power, 
Had'it chou the Inclination to prevent it, 


Cle. Break, break my Heart, for I ve liv'd too long, 


Since I'm ſuſpected by my Royal Miſtreſs, 
Hel. 
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Hel. I fear'd thy fond Affection wou'd have weigh'd 
Each Danger with too ſcrupulous a Hand, 
I know, *twill ſtrike thee with the laſt Amazement 
To hear I've left the Boſoin of a Father, 
How e' er ſevere to others kind to me, 
To ſeek his mortal Foe. 

Cle. Lour Reaſorrs loſt. 

Hel. No; I remember well the Terrors paſt, 


And count on thoſe to come; both worſe than Death. 


Conſcious of my weak Sex, with all its Fears, 
To paſs by Night thro' Camps of hoſtile Men, 
And urge the Preſence of that awful Prince, 
My Soul in ſecret has ſo long ador'd 
When I ſhall ſee him, ſhou'd his piercing Eye 

Trace me thro' my Diſguiſe - O my Cleora! 

Will not my falt'ring Tongue, my crimſon Cheeks, 
My panting Heart and trembling Limbs betray me ? 
What think'ſt thou? Say; ſhall I not die with Shame 


When I wou'd ſpeak, and leave my Tale untold. 


Cle. Theſe and a Thouſand Difficulties more 
Oppoſe your Purpoſe ; then in Time retire. 

Hel. No more; away; my Reſolutions fixt. 
The Glory and the Danger's both before me, 
And both are mine—you were neceſlary 
To my Eſcape-— That's paſt—— Tis true indeed, 
Your Service has by far excell'd my Bounty : 


Here take theſe Jewels, and go ſeek thy Safety; 


I can purſue my Purpoſe by myſelf. 


Euter Paulinus, with a Guard; who come from the farther 
Part of the Stage to the Front and ſtand liſtening for ſome 
Time; | : 


Cle. O how have I deſerv'd this cruel Uſage ? 
It I've diſcover'd any Signs of Fear, 
T was never for myſelf——— Ga where you pleaic, 
11 follow you to Death. 

Hei. Kind, faithful Maid 


| Wherefore ſhou'd I involve thee in my Ruta ? 
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Cle. Tis Ruin to forſake you, 
Hel. Mine is certain; 
Thou may'ſt have many happy Fears to come, 
Pau. Stand, there. — Who are you? Anſwer 


[to the Guard, 
Hel. Fatal Surprize ! what muſt we anſwer? 


Cle. Friends, 
Pau. Make it appear--this Inſtant- Give the Word. 


Silent Some Spies ſent from the Sultan's Camp. 
Leſt favour'd by the Darkneſs of the Night, 
The Traytors ſhou'd Eſcape guard ev'ry Paſſage. 


Hel. Scanderbeg muſt die, (Guards ſurround them) 
Off. Not by the Hand 


If mine can aim aright, thou bloody Villain ! 
| Wounds Hellena. She falls. 
Hel. Untimely Fate! 


Cle. Where are you? 

Ilel Here on the Earth, 

Cle. You're wounded then ? 
Hel. Alas ! to Death, Cleora. 


Cle. Prophet, I do not charge you with Injuſtice; 


But I mutt grieve, and wonder Things are thus. 

Hel. Too haſty Death, cou'dſt thou nor ſtay a little, 
Little longer; the Buſineſs of my Lite | | 
Had ſoon been done, and I had come to thee. 

Pau. Moving Sounds! I fear you've been too raſh, 
I fated Youths, who are you, and from whence ? 
What dire Mi fortune brought you to this Place? 

Hel. It matters not, who, or from whence we are; 
But as you prize pour Royal Maſter's Life, 

Conduct me to him ſtrait: mine ebbs apace, 


Let on its ſhort Duration his depends. 


Pu. Your Adjuration is of ſuch a Force, 
14is own Commands wou d ſcarce oblige me more. 
Sir, II] attend you. 
Hel. All you fleeting Powers, 
Sight, Speech and Motion; O! forſake me not 
So near my Journey's End; aſſiit me to 
Heriorm this only Task, and take your flight for ever, 


CE N16 


Bo 


A TrxaGerd ry. 


SCENE IV. 


Scanderbeg's T. ent. 


Scan. Degenerate Rome! by godlike Brutus freed 
From Cæſar and his temporary Chain 
Your own Ingratitude renew'd thoſe Bonds, 
Beneath hay galling Weight you juſtly periſh'd, 
If Freedom be Heaven's univerſal Gift, 


Were all Men vertuous, there would be no Slaves, 
Deſpotick Power, that Root of Bitterneſs, 
Thar Tree of Death, that ſpreads its baleful Arms 


Th unalienable Right of Humankind, 1M 


Almoſt from Pole to Pole ; beneath whoſe curſed Shade, 


No good Thing thrives, and ev 'ry ill finds Shelter; { | 
Had found no Time for its deteſted Growth, 5 
But for the Follies and the Crimes of Men. | 
In ev'ry Climate, and in ev'ry Age, 

Where Arts and Arms and publick Virtue flouriſh'd, 
Ambition, dangerous only to itſelf, 

Cruſh'd in its Infancy, ſtill found a Grave 

Where it attempted to erect a Throne, 


Enter Hellena, ſupported by Paulinus and Cleora; Guards 


following. 


Hel. My Blood flows faſter, and my throbbing Heart 


Beats with redoubled force, now I behold him 3 

O take me to thy Arms=—l die Cleora ! (Swoons) 
Pau. He faints 3 ſupport him, while we ſearch his 

[ Wound. 

Cle. Away; and touch him not—O gracious Prince! 

If ever pity moved your Royal Breaſt, 

Let all depart except yourſelf and us. 
Scan, Let all withdraw, 

Now, gentle Youth, inform me, 


Why you oppoſe th' aſſiſtance of your Friend? 


(Exit Paulinus, Ge. 


Cle. 
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Cle. She's gone, She's gone: O Heavens ! She's paſt 
(Aſſiſtance. 
Scan. Think what you ſay, and recollect your Reaſon, 
Cle. O mighty Prince ! weare not what we ſeem, 
But hapleſs Women. 
Scans Ha! 
Cte. Women; and ſure 
The moſt diſtreſs*d, and wretched of our Sex. 
T'increaſe your Admiration, view this Face. 
Scan. Sure I have known theſe lovely Features well ; 
But when, or where, my Recollection fails me. 
Cle. And well it may. O! who cou'd know thee now; 
Never enough deplor'd, unhappy Princeſs. 
Scan. Fearful Suggeſtion ! Sure my Eyes deceive me ! 
Forbid it Heaven, that this ſhou'd be Hellena. 
Hel. Who was it call'd upon the loſt Hellena? 
Scan. Ha ! ſhe revives ; fly inſtantly for Aid. 
Hel. It was his Voice — falſe Maid, thou haſt be- 
| [ or ay'd me. 
Stay-- whether woud' ſt thou go? Pm paſt all Aid: 
The friendly Hand of Death will quickly cloſe 
Theſe ever ſtreaming Eyes, and end my Shame. 
O Prince ! the moft diſtinguiſh'd and belov'd 
By righteous Allah, of his Works below; 
You ſee the Daughter of rèlentleſs Amuratb, 
Sunk with her Father's Crimes, o'erwhelm'd with Shame, 
Expiring at your Feet, My Weakneſs ſtands 
Confeſs'd, but be it ſo I will no more 
Lament my painfull, hopeleſs, fatal Flame, 
Since Heaven ordain'd it for your Preſervation. 
Scan. When will my Wonder and my Anguith ceaſe ? 
Hel. Em come to fave you, Prince, from falling by 
A vile Aſſaſſin's Arm; the falſe Amaſie, 
Has deeply ſworn your Death; ev'n now he comes 
To plunge his bloody Poniard in your Breaſt. 
Scan, Fatal Miſt ake ! what baſe Detractor has 


Jradudd my Friend; and wrought thee, gen'rous 
| | [ Princeſs 


Lo thy Ruin? 


Hel. 


— 
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Hel. Doth not the Traytor come 
Here by Appointment? 
Scan. Ha 

Hel. Whence learnt I that? 
Be not deceiv'd, but guard your precious Lite; 
Or I ſhall die in vain. For me this bloody 
Enterprize was form'd ; my feeble Charms, 
That wound but where I hate, the Motive to 
This Crime, 

Scan. Juſt Heav'n! that I cou'd longer doubt it! 
Cle. Alas! ſhe's going raiſe her, gently raiſe her. 
Hel. My Head grows dizzy. 

Scan. Lean it on my Breaſt. 

Hel. This is indeed no Time to ſtand on Forms. 

Scan. The Pains, the Agonies of Death are on her; 
And yet ſhe ſuffers leſs, much leſs, than J. 
What generous Heart can bear it? 

Hel. Do not grieve : 
And yet methinks your Pity ſooths my Pain. 

Scan. Why wou'dſt thou give thy Life to Ranſom 
| [mine ? 


Wou'd I had died, or yet cou'd die, to ſave thee. 
Hel. Td not exchange my Death, lamented thus 

And in your Arms, for any other's Liſe 

Unleſs Althea's. FF 
Scan. Were Althea here dee 

She wou'd forget her own ſevere Diſtreſs, 

And only weep for yours, 
Hel. May ſhe be happy ! 

Yet had you never ſeen her, who can tell, 

You ſometimes might, perhaps, have thought on me. 
Scan, He in my Place who cou'd refrain from Tears, 


2 
1 


| Unenvied let him boaſt of his Brutality, | 


I'm not aſham'd to own myſelf a Man. 

Hiel. Farewel, Cleora! — weep not, gentle Maid; 
I recommend her, Sir, to your Protection. 

And, O victorious Prince; if e'er hereafter 

Conqueſt ſhou'd give my Father to your Sword 

—— Then think on me=—luſpend your lifted Arm, 


And 
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Aud ſ pare——O ſpare his Life forget your Wrongs; 

Or think them puniſned in his Daughter's Loſs. (Dies. 
Scan. Her gentle Soul is fled ; ſhe reſts in peace; 

While we, methinks, like Gratitude and Grief, 

Form'd by the = th Art to grace her Urn ; 

Moving, tho' lifeleſs ; eloquent, tho' dumb 

Excite incurious Mortals to explore, | 

Virtues ſo rare, and trace the ſhining Store, 

That cou'd a Life ſo ſhort ſo well ſupply ; 

Yet mourn with us ſuch Excellence ſhou'd die. 


End of the Fourth Att. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
Chriſtian Camp. 
Enter Scanderbeg : Amaſic in Chains, Paulinue, Se. 
a '5 Scan frm== OUD Love, that fills each honeſt, 
— 7 [gen'rous Breaſt 
; | | With double Ardor to excel in 
1 2 4 (Vertue, 


4 


Conclude, thou Wretch ! what 
(Malice firſt begun, 
And finiſh thee a Villain ? Thou 
(wou'ꝗſt die—— 
We'll diſappoint thee — Live, tortur'd with Guilt, 
A Terror to thyſelf : Or let the Sultan, 
7 The vile Abettor of thy Crimes, reward thee; 
We know no Puniſhment to ſuit thy Guilt. 
IThis is a Chriſtian Land. Our Laws were made 
| For Men, not Monſters. ——Take him from my Sight. 
| Tis needlefs to repeat that by Hoſtility, (Exit Amaſie. 
Of the worſt Kind, our faithleſs Enemies 
Have broke the Truce. We're now again prepar'd 
Once more to prove the Fortune obour Arms; 
And try by honeſt Force, ſecing all Treaties 
With ſuch perfidious Men are vain, to free 
a) Our Captive Friends, and drive theſe fierce Deſtroyers 


From Epirus. Paulinus with your Squadrons 
ME H Attack 
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Attack the Trenches Weſtward of the City, 
T'amuſe the Foe, and draw their Force that way; 
Then Tl, with the remaining Troops, aſſault 

Th' Eaſt ; where doubly intrench'd the Royal Tents, 
The Priſon of Altbea and her Father, 

Raiſe their aſpiring Heads. I need not ſay, 

Acquit yourſelves like Men; I know you well; 
Nor ſpur you on with Hopes of promis'd Wealth. 

I have no uſeleſs Stores of hoarded Gold, 

My Revenues, you know, have been the Spoils 


Of vanquiſh'd Foes z theſe I have ſhar'd amongſt you. 


Wou'd you have more? Our Enemies have enough: 

Subdue your Foes, and ſatisfy yourſelves. 

Let each commit himſelf to that juſt Power, 

Who ſtill has been our Guide and ſure Defence. 

Be valiant, not preſumptuous. Seek his Aid, 

Who by our Weakneſs magnifies his Strength. 

Now follow me, my fellow Soldiers, and remember 

You fight the Cauſe of Liberty and Truth, # drawing 

Your Native Land, Aranthes and Althea. & bis Sword. 
All. Huzza! Liberty! Juſtice! Aranthes and Althea! 


(Exeunt. 
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SCENE Il. 


The Sultan's Tent. 


Amurath, K. Aga and an Offcer. 


Am. Amaſie's not return'd ſhou'd he betray me 
And join with Scanderbeg to free the Captives /———— 
That Officer's his Creature——Muſtapha ! 

Reſign Aranthes to the Kiſler Aga 
Conduct him to Althea Let Amaſie, 

That unauſpicious Slave, be trat or falſe, 

\ Succeed or periſh, they ſhall ſu ely die: 

So tell the Father—Heace, you Slaves, be gone. 
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67 
Now let me think There muſt have been a Change, 
A Revolution in the Source of Things. | 
The former Chain of Beings is difſolv'd : 

Effects roll backward, and direct their Cauſes, 

And Nature is no more. Thou hoary Wretch, 

Tear thy white Locks, abandon ev'ry Hope, 
Renounee + nog and all its Tyes. 

Duty and Virtue, Gratitude and Love, 

Forſook the World, when my Hellena fled. 

May Order ne'er return to bleſs Mankind; 

Let Diſcord rage, ne*er let Affections meet; 

But Parents Curſe, and Children diſobey 

Or either's Kindneſs be repaid with Hate. 

*Till ev'ry Child, and ev'ry Sire on Earth, 

Be in each other curſs'd, as me and mine. 


A TRAGEDY. 


Enter Viſier, 


Viſ. Not yet at Reſt ? 

Am. A Parent and at Reſt! w— * 
Viſ. The Chriſtians have ſtorm'd the Trenches toward 
[the Weſt, 
Unleſs our Preſence animate the Troops 


All will beloft. 


Am, Helleng's loſt already! 
Viſ. Sure Amaſie has fail'd, and Scanderbeg 
Is come upon us to revenge th* Attempt. 
Am. *Tis well. Wak'd from my Lethargy of Grief, 
I yet may reach his Heart. 
Viſ. Regard your Health, 
And leave the Buſineſs of this Night to us ; 
A 1 Fever rages in your Blood. [Alarm. 
Am. Fame calls me forth. Again J hear her Voice; 


Earth ſhakes, and Heaven reverberates the Sound. 
Affrighted Night ſits trembling on her Throne; 
Tumult has driven Silence from her Confines, 

And half her Empire's loſt. When Glory calls, 

Shall Age or Sickneſs keep me from the Field? 

No; in Spite of both I'll die like Amurath yet, | 
8 H 2 Like 
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Like what Pve liv'd, a Soldier and a King. 
Viſ. He's deſperate and will not be oppos d. 


SCENE Ill 
Turkiſh Camp. 


Alarm, Soldiers flying. 


Soldiers within. Fly, fly ; Scanderbeg, Scanderbeg 
Fly, fly. 


Enter Amurath and Viſier, meeting the Rout. 


Am, Turn back you Slaves. 
Soldiers within. Fly, fly 3 Scanderbeg, fly | 
Am. Ah! Cowards, Villains ! doth his Name 1 
you? 
Are there ſuch Terrors in an empty Sound? | 
And is my Rage contemn'd ? but you ſhall find s RY 
Death is as certain from my Arm as his. = 
Viſ. O ſpare your faithful Slaves ! What can Men do 
1 a Power, invincible, like Heaven's? 
Am. And muſt it be, like Heaven's, eternal too? 
Viſ. Retire, my Lord, into the inner Camp, 
And there ſecurely wait a better Hour: 
For this is the Epirots. 
Am. Slave, thou lieſt ! 
This Hour is mine: I'll triumph o'er him yet. 
This Hour his Friend and Miſtreſs both ſhall die, 
The Royal Brute, tho' in the Hunters Toils, 
Pierc'd with a thouſand Wounds is ſtill a Lion; 
Dreadful in Death and dang'rous to the laſt. 
. [ Exeunt, 
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g SCENE IV. 


Althea“ Apartment, 


Al, Was ever Night like this? what Terrors have 
I paſt? and, O! what Terrors yet ſurround me? 
A loud deaf' ning Sound, that ſeem'd the Voice 
Of a chaſed Multitude, or many Waters 
Vex'd to a Storm, firſt ſpread thro? all the Camp; 
Then Shrieks and Cries and Vellings of Deſpair; 
Mix'd with the Shouts of Victory and Joy. 
Sure Sleep has left all Eyes, as well as mine. 
Fate is at work; I fink beneath my Fears. 
Since I have known a Danger worſe than Death 
My Courage has forſook me. 


Enter Aranthes, 


Ha! who comes 


At this late Hour ? Protect me righteous Heaven! 


Ar. Why, my Althea ! doſt thou fly thy Father? 
Al, Sure tis his Voice! O gracious Heaven! it is, 
Itis my Father. Moſt unlook'd for Joy! 
Ar. Do I once more behold thee, my Althea ? 
Al. To whoſe bleſs'd Bounty do we owe this Meet: 
| [ing ? 
Ar, Thou deareſt earthly Bliſs, this Moment's our's, 
No Matter how attain'd; I have thee now 
In my fond Arms, and wou'd indulge my Joy, 
Nor think how ſoon *twill end. Why ſhou'd poor 
[Mortals, 


To trouble born, anticipate their Pains ? 

Al, I can't conceal my Fears: If you again 
Muſt leave me here, the Sun in all its Courſe, 
Sees not a Wretch ſo loſt as poor Althea. | 

Ar. Alas! why will you urge me to diſcloſe 


What wou'd, tho? I were ſilent, ſoon be known. * 
5 | Q 
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The wrathful Sultan has pronounc'd our Death. 
Yes, T am come to die with thee, my Child! 

Al. Then we ſhall part no more, 
My Soul's at Peace Forgive, O righteous Heaven! . 
My weak Diſtruſt of thy Almighty Power, 
Thy Kindneſs and Protection. O my Father! 
I wiſh'd Chave died alone; yet at your Death, 1 
I muſt not, dare not murmur or complain; 
Since Heaven with you permits me to deſcend, 
Pure and unſpotted to the peaceful Grave. 

Ar. Heroick Maid! O moſt exalted Virtue. 

| [ Afide, Weeping, 
Al. Why do you hide your Face, why turn Pm = 
| | (me 


Be not ſurpriz'd, nor charge me with Unkindneſs. 
There is my deareſt Father ! one Calamity, | 
Tho? ſure but one, by far more dreadful 4 
Ev'n than thy Death=_O {peaks ſpeak to me, Sir 

Ar. Good Heav'n! my Joy's too great; -I cannot 


(c(ßpeak. 
Tears muſt relieve me, or my Heart will burſt, 
I thank thee, Heaven ! I have not liv'd in vain... 
This happy Hour o'erpays an Age of Sorrow. *. 
My Child ! my Life! my Soul ! my dear Althea ! 
Thy bright Example fires my Emulation; | 
Thou haſt the Start, but muſt not bear away 
The Victor's Palm alone, and ſhame thy Father. 
N No, my Althea | to that bounteous Hand 7 
a Which made thee what thou art, and made thee mine, 
Without the leaſt Reluctance, I'll reſign thee, — 


And ſee the Tryal comes, | | 
7 Enter K. Aga and Mutes. 
| Aga. Forgive, fair Princeſs, a devoted Slave, 
7 5 ( Kieeling- 
Who knows no Will, but his imperial Lord's; 113 
1 No Merit, but Obedience. Cou'd my Tears 8 | 


Have mov'd the Sultan, I had been excuſed 
This tatal Viſit. | Al, 


I 
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Al. Riſler Aga, riſe; 
Spite of thy Office, thou haſt a human Soul. 
What are thy Maſter's Orders? Art thou come 
A ſecond Time to my Deliv'rance ? 
Aga. If 
Death, ſudden, violent and immature, 
Be a Deliverance ; you will ſoon be free. | 
Al. To Minds prepar'd, Death ſtrip'd of all its Ter- 


| [rors, 
In any Form, at any Hour is welcome. 


Aga. Whether the Sultan, raging for the Loſs 
Of his lov'd Daughter, thinks that other's Pain, 
In the ſame Kind, wou'd mitigate his on; 
Or from ſome other Cauſe, I cannot ſay ; 
But he has order'd that the Lady firſt | 
Shou'd ſuffer Death, her Father being preſent. —— 
I ſee you're mov'd. | 
Ar. lam: But *tis with Scorn 
Of your proud Maſter's Impotence and Malice. 
Alas! I'm not to learn my Child is mortal. 
Aga. Theſe eager Blood Hounds growl at m 
And will, perhaps, accuſe me to the Sultan. 
Al. Obey the Tyrant, let them do their Office. 
Fga. I muſt; but Heaven can tell with what Reluc- 


[ tance, 


y Delay, 


The only Favour in my Power to grant, 
Is the ſad Choice of dying by the Bowſtring, 
The fatal Poynard, or this pois'nous Draught, 
Al, Give me the Bowl. Death, this Way ſeems leſs 
[frightful, 
Than from the Hands of rude and barbarous Men. 
Ar, Farewell, my Child! 
Al. Aſſiſt me with your Prayers. | 
Ar. My Prayers have been inceſſant as thy own, 
And both are heard---Fear not---thy Crown's prepar'd ; 
And Heav'n, with all its Glories, lies before thee : 
Millions of Angels wait to guard the Paſſage ; 
Thou can'ſt not miſs thy way. 


At, 
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Al. Shou'd Heav'n preſerve you: 


Shou'd you live to ſee him ?—commend me to 
My Lord 


Tell him, that I die his---That Heaven, 


Which calls me now, is only lov'd beyond him. 


That I'm not loſt---That we ſhall meet again. 


Bid him not grieve,— | [ Allarm, 


Enter Scanderbeg, c. 
He flies to Althea. 


I have her warm and panting in my Arms 
Lift up thy Eyes, dearer to mine than Light 
O let me hear the Muſick of thy Voice, 
Leſt I ſhou'd doubt I come too late to fave thee, 
And Diſcord ſeize my Soul. 

Al. Surprize is dumb. 
So ſudden a Tranſition who can bear ? 
My Thoughts were all juſt reconcil'd to Death, 


Scan. Away you ſacrilegious Slaves -- She lives 


But thou haſt call'd them back. The Love of Life, 


That ſeem'd extinguiſh'd in me, now returns. 
O! if there is a Happineſs on Earth, | 
Here I muſt find it, here and only here. - 


Scan. Aranthes too! he lives - Conſummate Joy 
Ar. And lives by thee, thou glorious happy Youth 


O let me preſs thee in my longing Arms 
My Child too !- My Althea | —— 

Al. O my Father! 

Ar. Compleat Felicity ! 

Al. O dangerous Bliſs ! (Weeps) 

Scan. Why weeps my Life ? 

Al. Some have their Portion here : 
Flattring Proſperity has ruin'd Thouſands, 
Whom Death with all its Terrors cou'd not ſhake, 


Scan. Thy pious Fears ſhall guard us from that Dan- 


[ger. 
Al. 


1 


A TzxaGcedy. 

Al: Is not the Glory of both Worlds too much // 
For frail, imperfect Mortals to expect? 

Scan. Our Happineſs, rho* great, is far from perfect; 
Since ſhe, the fair unfortunate Hellena, | 
To whom next Heav'n we owe it, is no more. 

I cannot blame your Tears; this is no time 

To tell the mournful Tale, that muſt when e'er, 
Remember'd, make me fad, tho' crown'd with Victory, 
And in thy Arms. Croia, reliev'd, expects us: 

My grateful Subjects will for thy Deliv'rance 

Expreſs more Joy, than that their Foes are fled. 


Enter Paulinus, and the Sultan, Priſoner, 


Pau. Hail glorious King! Your Conqueſt is compleat; 
Behold Ambitious Amurath your Captive, 

Scan, Take off his Chains, 

Am. W hat Pageantry is this ? 

Scan. Sound a Retreat; ſince none reſiſt, let War, 
And Slaughter ceaſe. It grieves my Soul to think 
The Crimes of One ſhou'd coſt Mankind ſo dear. 

Pau. Sir, how will you diſpoſe the cruel Tyrant ? 

Scan. Give him his Liberty, and leave him here 
Till he ſhall think it proper to retire, 

Such of his Subjects as attend him now, 

Or ſhall repair hither to do him Service, 

Shall all be ſafe. His lovely, virtuous Daughter, 
Worthy a better Race and happier Fate, 

Preſerv'd my Life. i 


Am. Dogs! Slaves! will none diſpatch me ? 


Muſt [ hear this yet be compell'd to live? 


Scan. Unhappy Man! how will he bear the reſt ? 
When Juſtice ſtrikes let guilty Mortals tremble 
And all revere her Power, but none inſult 
The miſerable, Her impartial Sword 
Scorns to aſſiſt Man 's ſelfiſh, low Revenge: 
T'avoid her Anger let us ſhun the Thought. 


Be witneſs, Heaven ! I pity and forgive him. 


[ Exeunt Scan. Aran. & Althea. 
1 Ain. 
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Am. Can this be true! Am I caſt down from that 
Majeſtick Height, where like an earthly God, 


For more than half an Age, I ſate enthron'd, 
To the abhor'd Condition of a Slave ? 


A pardon'd Slave! What ! live to be forgiven ! 


Ard all this brought upon me by Hellena 

Sheu'd our Prophet return to Earth and ſwear it 

I'd tell him to his Face that he was perjured. 

Hell wants the Power and Heaven wou'd never curſe- 
To that Degree a doating, fond, old Man. 
What make my Child! my loving, gentle Child! 
The Inſtrument and Author of my Ruin! 


Enter Viſier Officers and Amaſie. 


Viſ. Beg them to halt; blaſt not a Parent's Eye 
With ſuch a Sight. | = 
Am, What Sight? but 'tis no Matter 

There's nothing left for me to hope or fear. 

Viſ. A mourning Troop of Chriſtians from their Camp 
In ſolemn Pomp's arriv'd ; who, bath'd in Tears, 
(What En'my cou'd refrain?) attend a Chariot, 

That bears Hellena bleeding, pale and dead. 


. 
* 


„An. Falſe Mahomet ! [ Swoons. ; — 


/ 


F. Our Royal Maſter's dead! . 
Viſ. No! he revives; Alas! he's not ſo happy? 
Am. I law Amaſie. 

Viſ. Here the Traytor ſtands, 


A By Scanderbeg committed to your Mercy, 


Am. Hellena did prevent me.. 
Am. Damn'd Apoſtute ! 
I've heard enough and have no time to loſe, — 


See him impal'd alive; we'll let him know 


As much of Hell as can be known on Earth, 


[Exit Amaſie, 


And go from Pain to Pain. 
Where is m] Un? 
Viſ. Fledtowards Andrianople. 
Am. He doth well: 
Death 


=> 
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TAGE r. 
Death has o ertook me here, Lord of ſo many 
Fair, ſpacious Kingdoms, in a hoſtile Land, 
Oppreſs'd with Age, Misfortunes, Grief and Shame, - 
7 | > Amurath breaths his laſt 3 and leaves his Bones 
To beg from Foes an ignominious Grave. 
Falſe or ungrateful Prophet ! Have I ſpread ö 
1 Fell Devaſtation over half the Globe, | ö 
To raiſe thy Creſcent's Pale, uncertain Light, 
Above the Chriſtians glowing, Crimſon Croſs, 
In hoary Age to be rewarded thus !. | 
When the Hungarian King had broke his Faith ; 
Diſtreſs'd, to his own Prophet I appeal'd, 
A Stranger, and an Enemy; he did me Right; 
Reftar'd loſt Vit'ry to my flying Troops, 
And gore the perjur'd Monarch to my Sword. 
But I have done-——Cov'dft thou repent, there's nothing 
Ins thy Power worth my Acceptante now. 
Glory, to thee I've liv'd, but pining Grief 
Robs thee of half the Honour of my Death. 
| | -/ + Ofnin, and you my other faithful Chiefs, 
| The poor Remains of all the mighty Hoſt 


I brought tg this curs'd Siege, this Grave of my Re- 
: [nown, 


| If you return, and live to ſee my Son, 

Bid him remember how his Father fell; 
j Bid him ne' er ſheath the Sword, 

bg Till my diminiſh'd Fame ſhine forth and blaze a new 


þ . I his Revenge · Revenge me- Oh! Revenge. 
y [ Dies, 


Viſ. Eclips'd and in a Storm our Sun is ſet : 
And now, methinks, as when our Prophet fled, 
Terror ſhou'd ſeize on each believing Heart, < 
Let ſome inform the King This was his Fate; 
Tis ours to be left without a Guide. | 
Diſperſe, wander, away; our Shephard's loſt, 
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SCENE the Laſt. 


Enter Scan. Aran, Althea. Pau. and Guards, 


Scan. That you are free and happy I rejoice, 
If I have faithfully diſcharged my Truſt 
I'm well rewarded here. 

Pau. O royal Sir! 
Your Happineſs is ours; this virtuous Princeſs 
An equal Bleſſing to your ſelf and People. 

2d Off. To ſay each Subject loves you as himſelf, 
Is lefs than Truth: We love you as we ought 
As a free People ſhou'd a Patriot King, 
Scan. This is to reign; this is to be a King. 
Who can controul his Power, who rules the Will 


Of thoſe o' er whom he reigns? or count his Wealth, 


Who has the Hearts of Subjects that abound, 
Was ever Prince fo abſolute as I ? 
Pau. Or ever Subjects ſo intirely free ? | 
Whoſe Duty's Intereſt, and Obedience Choice. 
' Scan. For this alone was Government ordain'd ; ' 


And Kings are Gods on Earth but while, like Gods, 


They do no ill, but reign to bleſs Mankind. 
May proud, relentlefs Amurath's Misfortunes |, 
Teach future Monarchs to avoid his Crimes. 
Th' impious Prince, who does all Laws diſown, 


Yer claims from Heaven a Right to hold his Throne, 
Blatphemes that Power, which righteous Kings obey ; 
For Juſtice and Mercy bound ey'n th Almighty's Sway, 


End of the Fifth Act. 
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EPILOGUE 
Spoken hy 
Mrs. CLI E. 


E /crious Bus neſi of the Night being over, 
* 2 4 1 Ladies, your Opinion of our Lover? 
AD Will you allow the Man deſerves the Name, 
it bo quits his Miſtreſs to preſerve— bis Fume? 
* 3 * And what was Fame in that Romantic Age?-- 
Bu ſure ſuch Whims ne er were but on the 


5 | Stages 
A Stateſman rack his Brains, a Soldier fight — 
Merely to do an injur'd People Right. =— 8 
What | ſerve his Country, and get nothing by t! | 
Why, ay, ſays Bays, George Caſtriot was the Man; 
*Tis a known Truth—— Believe him thoſe who can, 
Not but we've Patriots too, tho* I am told 
There's a vaſt Diff *rence *twixt the new and old: 


Say, theirs cou'd fight, Jm ſure that ours can — ſcold. 
But to the Glory of the preſent Race, 


No ſtubborn Principles their Worth debaſe ; 

Patriots when out, are Courtiers when in Place. 

Fo, vice verſa, turn a Courtier out, 

No Weather-Cock more fuifily veers about. 

His Country now, good Man | claims all his Care, 
FHhe'd fee it plunder d? — ibai's deny a bis Share, 
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Since Courtiers and Anticourtiers both have ſhown 
That by the Publick Good they mean their own ; 
What if each Briton, in his Private Station, 

Should try to bilk thoſe, who imbroil the Nation ; 
Quit either Faction, and, like Men, unite 

To do their King and injured Country Right : 

Both have been wrong'd: Prevent their guilty Foy, 
Who wou d your mutual Amity deſtroy. 

Mou d you preſerve your Freedom? guard his Throne, 
Who makes your Peace and Happineſs his own, 

Mou d you be grateful * let your Monarch know 


Which Way you wou'd be beſt, and make him ſo. 


But foft ! methinks, I hear ſome Fops complain; 
Who came prepared to give the Ladies Pain, © 
That they have dreſs'd and ſpent—Gad's Curſe—three Hours 
| n Vain. 
No Hints obſcene, improved by their broad Stare, L 
Have given Confuſion to the tortured Pair. 
Me own the Charge, Let Monſieur Harlequin - | 
And bis trim Troop your looſe Applauſes win : The > 
Too much already has each modeſt Eat 
Been there inſulted ; we'll protest ibem here. 3 
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| Preſerves their Fame and cele 


bat ſuch as dare deſerve it, may be free 


Cibbe 
ACRE D to Virtue, Liberty, and Trutb, & 
The Muſes bloom in Everlaſting Youth. 


Preſs d, like the Palm, they riſe beneath their Weight, 


ProLocve ſpoken b 


And ſoar above the Reach of Time, or Fate. 


When Braſs, or Marble, faithleſs to their Truft, 
No longer bear the Name, nor guard the Duff 

Of Kings, or Heroes, to their Charge confign'd, 
But yield to Age, and leave no Track behind ; 
The Poet's Pen, with never aying 7 * 


rates their Praiſe. 


Let Artful Maro, or bold Lucan tell, | 
How regal Troy, or Rome, more awfull, fell ; 
Nations deffroyd revive, loft Empires ſhine, 

And Freedom glows in each immortal Line. 
in vain would Faftion, War, or lawleſs Power, 
Which marr the Patriots Scheme, his Fame devour ; 


ben Bards, by their Superior Force, can ſave, 


From dark Oblivion and defeat the Grave. 

Say, Britons, muff this Art for/ake your Iſle, 

And leave'to vagrant 1 er native Soil? 

Mut She, the, deareff Friend that Freedom knows, 
Driv'n from ber Seat, ſeeł Reſuge with her Foes ? 
Forbid fo great a Shame, and ſave th# Age 

From: ſuch Reproach, You Patrons of the Stage. 


Since. well we know, there's not @ Theme ſo dear, 
As virtuous Freedom, to a Britiſh Ear ; 


'T' indulge ſo juft a Taſte, to Night we 2 | 


A Pious Hero, and @ Patriot King; 3 

By Nature form d, by Providence deſignu d 

To Scourge Ambition, and to right Mankiad - 
Such Caſtriot zwas. O might it but appear, 

That he retains the leaſt Reſembl ance here! 
Should but the ſmalleſt Portion of that Fire, 
Which fill'd his ample Breaft our Scenes inſpire : 
The abjett Slave, to hig Reproach, ſhall ſee, 


And conſcious Tyranny conſeſs, with Shame, 
That blind Ambition wanders from ber Aim; 
While Virtue leads ber Votaries to Fame. 
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